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UJio ~Worlcb of f rebuA 

HU toff of LrebuA 

The Birth of Time 

In the beginning there was the One creator. Such was his power that all he spoke and 
thought was Truth. When first he spoke he made a place of glory and a throne from which 
he could sit and view all of his creation. This place he named Heaven and his throne was 
called Order. The One spoke of a blue orb that rested on the arm of his throne. This orb he 
named Temporance and to it was given the power to control the flow of time. 

The Time of Angels 

It was now that the One began to speak of new creations. Each one he created he gave a 
unique name and the twin gifts of life and free will. Each creation was created differently but 
to the whole he gave the name Angels. There were 21 Angels created and each was appointed 
to be the head of a divine precept. 

Each Angel was made to serve the One and to serve the creations that would come af¬ 
ter. For the first time other voices were heard as they began to sing and praise the One. The 
Angels were: 

Lugus, Angel of Light 
Sirona, Angel of Wisdom 
Bhall, Angel of Fire 
Nantosuelta, Angel of Faith 
Nemed, Angel of Life 
Amathaon, Angel of Fertility 
Junil, Angel of Justice 
Arawn, Angel of Death 
Oghma, Angel of Knowledge 
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Danalin, Angel of the Water 
Dagda, Angel of Balance 
Kilmorph, Angel of the Earth 
Sucellus, Angel of Nature 
Tali, Angel of the Air 

Camulos, Angel of Peace, who would become the Angel of War 
Aeron, Angel of Strength, who would become the Angel of Rage 
Ceridwen, Angel of the Stars, who would become the Angel of Magic 
Mammon, Angel of Foresight, who would become the Angel of Greed 
Esus, Angel of Trust, who would become the Angel of Deception 
Mulcarn, Angel of Ice, who would become the Angel of Winter 
Agares, Angel of Hope, who would become the Angel of Despair 

The Birth of Man 

Heaven was full of many wonders, which the Angels spent centuries studying and praising. 
When the One felt them ready he commanded them to take flight outside the boundaries 
and to fill the vacuum with creations that mirror those of Heaven. He gave them the pow¬ 
er of creation. So the Angels set off in every direction, creating as it pleased them a host of 
worlds true and good that would serve the One. 

When the creation was done there was a variety of worlds and a nearly endless array of 
life upon them. Each Angel created a world in their own preference and all the Angels con¬ 
tributed to a common world, called Erebus, which was their greatest creation. 

Although all manner of life and substance had been created in the world the Angels 
wished to create something greater than their individual aspects. Together they agreed to cre¬ 
ate a race of men that would contain a gift from each of them. This race would be directly 
descended from the Angels and Nemed agreed to sacrifice his precept and become the father 
of this new race. His precept, that of Life, was given over to Arawn and the Angels created an 
immortal female named Gabella to serve as his wife. 

The one entered creation where he stood upon a white stone slab and viewed all things. 
Seeing this work as good the One took back the power of creation from the Angels. 

The Fall of Agares 

Unknown to the other Angels, and some say even to the One himself, Agares was not willing 
to lose the power of creation. Knowing he could not hope to keep the power from being tak¬ 
en from him and that he would be left only with the power to manipulate what already ex¬ 
isted, he used the power while he had it to create infinite wells of raw elements, air, earth, fire, 
water, life and death. At the center of these infinite reaches he placed gems of each of these 
elements which he had secreted out of heaven itself. When the power of creation was lost to 
him he still had enough matter and energy that he could go on creating until the end of time. 

Once the power of creation was gone to him he continued creating in his own world, 
which he called Nyx, with his infinite planes of elements. He created Nyx not in the fash¬ 
ion of heaven but as he desired. The creatures of this world were not told of other Angels or 
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the One, and Agares commanded they worship him alone. Nyx was a world painted in black 
and gold, a shadowy reflection of heaven, where the precept of hope controlled every aspect. 
Dreams, desire, worship, and want ruled the shallow creatures that inhabited the beautiful 
world. 

The other Angels noticed that Agares continued creating. Agares claimed that it was 
cruel to take the power of creation away from them and that the One was jealous that their 
creations had outshone heaven itself. Six Angels sided with Agares as they were eager to re¬ 
gain the power of creation and he showed them his infinite wells and how to use them to 
create. These Angels were Camulos, Aeron, Ceridwen, Mammon, Esus, and Mulcarn. 

It was then that the One intervened. Seeing Agares’s blasphemy he sought to remove 
it from all of creation. By this point however, Agares s taint had spread through all of cre¬ 
ation, nothing existed that would still exist if he removed the evil from it. Unwilling to de¬ 
stroy creation the One condemned all the Angels out of Heaven, to live among creation until 
the day he returns to separate the good from the evil. The One tasked the Angels still loyal to 
him with protecting creation and guiding it toward enlightenment until the day he returned. 

Those Angels that followed Agares opposed the One’s decree and took up arms against 
the Angels loyal to him. From this point on the Angels that fell were known as evil by men, 
those that opposed them and were charged with protecting mankind were known as good 
and the seven tasked with maintaining the functions of creations besides man were known as 
the Angels of neutrality. 

After throwing all of the Angels from Heaven the One sundered the path between 
Heaven and Creation so that none but him could pass between them. In response to this all 
the Angels, except Agares, created a host of new Angels to serve them. The first they created 
was their archangel, and behind them thousands more to spread their will across creation. The 
archangels were: 

Amathaon—Maponos the Young 
S ucellus—C ernunnos 
Bhall—Brigit the Shining 
Kilmorph—Goibniu 
Lugus—Baelious (“fortune”) 

Aeron—Odio (who was imprisoned by Kilmorph during the Age of Dragons) 

Dagda—Cassiel 

Mammon—Hastur, Lord of Nightmares 
Junil—Sabathiel 

Oghma—Embarr (“imagination”) 

Camulos—The Avatar of Wrath 
Nantosuelta—Splendor 
Ceridwen—Kanna, Mistress of Pain 
Sirona—Pelian the Suffering 
Esus—Iaegus 

Tali—Leucetious (Bringer of Storms) 

Arawn—Gyra and Basium (the twins) 
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Danalin—Condatis 

Mulcarn—-Taranis the Unchanging 

Agares—None (until the later creation of Hyborem, Lord of the Balors) 

But Agares, not satisfied to play the One’s game, did the opposite. He returned to Nyx and 
destroyed everything there, every creature he had created, every monument that had been 
built. In one burst of power the beautiful world of Nyx was reduced to ash. The world lies to 
this day barren, it is called the deepest hell and none would suspect that it was once a world 
of surprising life. 

The vaults of the evil gods are bound together. They are seven hells intertwined for one pur¬ 
pose: the forging of mortal souls into the infernal. They are layered thus, from highest to low¬ 
est: Mulcarn, Mammon, Camulos, Aeron, Agares. 

Creation 

In the beginning all manner of natural animals and plants existed in creation, much as in our 
world. 

Gabella mirrored the rebellion of Agares by refusing to endure her role as a subordi¬ 
nate to man. She fled from Nemed and retreated to the Bair of Lacuna. Further generations 
of men have the gift of immortality removed from them. But still their divine birthright 
makes their soul immortal, even if their body fails. It is this connection to the divine, through 
the Angel Nemed, that allows men to channel the power of the Angels and allows their souls 
to pass to them when they die. 

At the sixth generation of men Os-Gabella returned and stole two children, Alexis and 
Flauros, to raise as her own. These children become the first vampires, killing others to sus¬ 
tain their life throughout the ages. 

See Also 

The Fall of Mammon 

Age of Dragons 

Unable to overcome their differences the gods begin to war across creation. As in all things 
the gods’ desires become physically manifested and their aggression was acted out by power¬ 
ful creatures that battle against each other. Dragons, giants, great elementals, and the gods 
themselves unleashed incredible magic and threatened to destroy creation with it. Mountains 
were created and destroyed, chasms and lakes were created like gaping scars. 

During this time hundreds of angels succumbed to the whispers of Agares. These fell 
from the service to the Angel that had created them. To this day Agares has more angels in 
his service than any other Angel, but none of them were created by his hand. Even his arch¬ 
angel, Hyborem, is a corruption of another. 

Cernunnos, the great horned one, was the archangel of Sucellus. He dared to attack 
Agares directly. Agares picked up the powerful archangel and showed him visions of himself 
dark and corrupted. So powerful was the vision that it became real, splitting Cernunnos into 
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two creatures. They were identical in form but the new creature, which Agares named Hy- 
borem, was dark in aspect and colored in blood. Hyborem and Cernunnos fought but neither 
could defeat the other. As such, even the archangel of Agares was stolen from another, he is a 
perversion of the natural. 

Sucellus and Danalin remain largely out of the fighting. Instead each tends to a group 
of men that venerate them and that become changed by the close presence of their god. For 
Sucellus these men become the Ljosalfar, elves born to nature. For Danalin these men be¬ 
come the Aifons, men who can breathe water as well as air. 

Mankind, the greatest pride of the gods, was almost threatened with extinction. Im¬ 
manuel Logos, a tribal leader, began the order of the Elohim at the close of this age to care 
for those injured in the Godswar. 

When it becomes obvious that the gods’ battle threatens creation itself Dagda calls for 
the war to end. The gods meet and the Compact is formed, an agreement that the gods would 
withdraw and only interfere with creation through certain limited means. The Godslayer is 
formed as a physical manifestation of that agreement, a weapon capable of killing any god. 

For some the Compact does too much. Basium, the archangel of Arawn, rebels and 
continues his battle against the Infernals regardless of the Compact. For others it does too 
little. Cassiel, the archangel of Dagda, rebels believing that the gods should withdrawal com¬ 
pletely from creation instead of using men to fight their battles for them. Cassiel enters cre¬ 
ation to teach men to ignore the will of the gods. 

Age of Magic 

Without the destruction of the Godswar, man is able to form civilizations. One empire of 
men is created, Patria, and the people learn from and trade with the Ljosalfar and the Aifons. 

The Patrian nation becomes strong. Basium’s battles are mostly in hell. Cassiel is re¬ 
vered among the Patrians who are more philosophical than religious. The children of Os-Ga- 
bella, who have learned to leech life from others to sustain their own, are a scourge to man¬ 
kind and the only real predators to humanity. It is the most peaceful time in man’s existence. 

During this time Kheldon Ki sculpts the dwarves from his prison home and they are 
given life by Kilmorph.They tunnel out over a few generations, exploring the underworld. 
They settle on hills near the human lands. After abuse by corrupt Patrian merchants, many 
retreat back to their tunnels, forming the unified nation of the Khazad. Other tribes stay on 
the surface, creating the Luchuirp, open-sky dwarves. 

Kylorin becomes the king of the Patrians. He is a wise and popular ruler, loved by his 
people. When his wife betrays him Kylorin considers suicide by jumping from the top of his 
palace. Ceridwen, Queen of Pain, talks to him there, offering him another deal. She will give 
Kylorin eternal youth and have his wife be resurrected in a new form each time she dies so 
that he may find and remarry her without the memory of her betrayal. The price is that Kylo¬ 
rin will worship Ceridwen and lead the Patrians according to her desires. Kylorin agrees. 

Ceridwen gifts Kylorin with eternal youth and teaches him magic. He becomes the 
first archmage and begins teaching others how to use magic to enforce his ever more corrupt 
rule over Patria. In a few generations his rule is absolute and vile. Sorcerers practice bizarre 








experiments, creating creatures like manticores, chimera, and trolls and they rule the fiefdoms 
in their control as gods. Kylorin directly trains 21 students and puts each in charge of a sepa¬ 
rate magical school. These were the names of Kylorins students: 

Air—Greysun 

Body—Kezef (whose experiments killed all the animals on the Grigi plains) 

Chaos—Carnivean 
Creation—Majen (elven) 

Death—Barbatos 
Dimensional—Os-Gabella 
Earth—Jenkin 
Enchantment—Velgyr 
Entropy—Asmoday 
Fire—Mikel Dylantyr 
Force—Paimon 
Ice—Badb 
Law—Soqed Hozi 
Life—Leucetios 
Metamagic—Gastrius 
Mind—Perpentach 
Nature—Herve 
Shadow—-Wode (elven) 

Spirit—Laroth (who would create his own empire in the underworld) 

See Pagan Temple, Rathus Denmora 
Sun—-Tamesis 

Water—Trenton Majosi (Aifon) 

See Leviathan 

Kylorin eventually becomes regretful of what he has done to the empire of men and prays for 
help. Nantosuelta answers those prayers and teaches him how to be an even more powerful 
mage. Kylorin uses that power to lead a rebellion in his own empire. He sets about subduing 
or killing those sorcerers who refuse to repent, though some escape his purge. 

Perpentach was a master of mind magic, and a favored student of Kylorin. Kylorin was 
unwilling to kill him, imprisoning him instead in a dungeon in the Palus (the Tower of Eyes), 
guarded by unthinking golems. But Perpentach was more talented than Kylorin suspected, 
and was able to send his consciousness out wandering further and further from his prison. 
Searching, creating illusions and controlling minds miles from the dungeon in a process that 
strained him to the point of fracturing his mind. But he drew hundreds of men to his prison, 
made them fight and defeat the golems, release him, and declare him their ruler. 

The war splinters the empire with Kylorin leading good religious forces against the 
creations and unholy magic of the sorcerers. By the end nine human nations have been 
formed; the Elohim, keepers of memories and guardians of the sacred parts of the world; the 
Bannor, keepers of the sacred fire and the greatest enemies of the sorcerers; the Malakim, 
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desert nomads and men of faith; the Lanun, traders and seamen; the Hippus; horse lords and 
mercenaries; the Grigori, followers of Cassiel; the Balseraphs, lead by the sorcerer Perpen- 
tach; the Illians, who dwelt in the tundra and ravaged lands; and the Calabim, who became 
ruled by Alexis and Flauros. 

Creation settled into its new form. There were still many powerful evils in the world. 
Sorcerers still hid in the land and monsters who roamed the wilderness now that their mas¬ 
ters were dead. There were many jobs for adventurers willing to recover lost artifacts or inves¬ 
tigate hidden areas. And there were wars. 

It was during this age that the Aifon Trenton Majosi set out on a quest to save his 
people. He returned with the only salvation possible, a ritual that would allow Danalin to en¬ 
ter creation and save his children. Rather than return to the Godswar Trenton didn’t perform 
the ritual and the Aifons and Trenton were destroyed. The loss of his children from creation 
caused Danalin to withdraw, fa llin g into a sleep from which he hasn’t yet woken. 
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Agares, the first to fall, whispered to Bhall, the Angel of fire, and she eventually suc¬ 
cumbed to his words. This was the end of the Age of Magic. Bhall fell from heaven and that 
night the sky rained fire. Men loyal to her were transformed into hideous orcish races, be¬ 
coming the Clan of Embers. The capital of the Bannor empire, which held her greatest tem¬ 
ple, dropped with her into hell. 

The ritual uncovered by Trenton Majosi had found its way into Illians hands. They had 
no fear of a Godswar, since Bhall was responsible for opposing their patron deity Mulcarn. 
With Bhall fallen their lord was unopposed, and this dispossessed people saw an opportunity 
to have more than the scraps left for them by the rest of humanity. 

The world was on fire and although many seers and prophets immediately knew when 
the ritual began few empires could afford to send armies to stop the ritual that was being 
performed. Only a the Luchuirp rallied an army. They were golem makers so the burning 
food supplies didn’t affect their army as strongly as other nations. The Luchuirp assailed the 
Illian capital with the full force of their battle machines, but they were too late. Just as they 
broke through the city walls Mulcarn entered creation and with a whisper the Luchuirp army 
was wiped out. 

A permanent winter set in across creation. 

Age of Ice 

The gods considered this breaking of the Compact. They were unwilling to restart the God¬ 
swar, but couldn’t let Mulcarn move into creation unchallenged. They agreed to let one god 
go into creation to fight Mulcarn. That god was Sucellus, the god of nature. 

Sucellus entered creation and battled with Mulcarn. At the same time the Ljosalfar 
turned on themselves. They had agreed to shared power between two queens, one to rule dur¬ 
ing summer and the other during winter. The winter queen claimed dominance for years as 
winter showed no signs of ending and refused to give up the throne. This argument created a 
civil war and the new branch loyal to the winter queen called themselves the Svartalfar. 

Sucellus lost the battle and was killed by Mulcarn. Creation froze even further and 
the elves were forced to stop their civil war as they could no longer mobilize armies or travel. 
They tried to find hidden places in the world to remain, and waited for the winter to end to 
continue their war. 

The empires of man were crushed by the blizzards and the power of Mulcarn. A few 
scattered tribes remained, but even these were little more than animals on the edge of surviv¬ 
al. All the advancement of the Age of Magic was lost. 

The Illians themselves lived better than most, but their god had little compassion and 
even they were forced to forgo basic conveniences or technology to maintain the unchanging 
will of Mulcarn. 

Some tribes gathered together into a new civilization, the Doviello. These men em¬ 
braced their bestial nature and became more like a pack of wolves than men. They served a 
use to Mulcarn, by hunting and killing other tribes, and not interfering with the actions of 
the Illians. And they had little interest in the advancement and change that Mulcarn ab¬ 
horred so they were allowed to remain. 






One corner of Erebus held a respite from the winter. The fiery pit that had been the 
temple dedicated to Bhall held a small portion of her essence, and so continued to burn, giv¬ 
ing shelter to the ores, who prospered in their corner of the world. Meanwhile their kin the 
Bannor, trapped in Hell, faced a constant struggle for survival. Junil, admiring their determi¬ 
nation, sent his archangel Sabathiel to lead them out. They emerged late in the Age of Ice, in 
the heart of the orcish territory, sparking a rivalry that persisted for generations. 

Creation would have remained indefinitely like this had Kylorin not returned. He 
gathered the scattered tribes of men under one banner, naming them the Amurites. He re¬ 
forged the broken pieces of the Godslayer and took it into battle against Mulcarn, killing him 
and ending the Age of Ice. 

Godslayer 

I was born to end an age of destruction. Dragons, angels, leviathans, the mighty armies of the 
gods clashed as they struggled for advantage. Below, the earth trembled, and man was locked 
into a terrifying existence he could not hope to comprehend. 

The gods agreed on but one thing—that should they continue their struggle in the 
same vein or all their work would be lost. The spoils of their war, those sentient beings born 
of their cooperation at the time of creation, would be destroyed if an agreement was not 
made. 

So they came, one by one, to a distant corner of Erebus, until all 21 were assembled. 
The agreement was made, spelled out to the letter. I was the manifest symbol of that cov¬ 
enant, and its enforcement. The Godslayer. 

The oath each god made in turn bound their fate to me. As they spoke their agree¬ 
ment, their name became etched onto my surface. Then they left, never to set foot personally 
in creation again, on pain of death. I was left in the care of a human warrior. Centuries past. 
My purpose was forgotten—the Godslayer was used in battles and wars as any other blade. 
My pieces were split apart from use and time, but my nature cannot be destroyed. 

Mulcarn breaks his vow. Take me to him, for he has forfeit his life, and is sentenced to 
die upon my blade. Take me to him. 

Age of Rebirth 

After the death of the god of winter Sucellus was reborn, now the god of life. For the first 
time a god passed between the underworld and creation and doorways were opened be¬ 
tween these realms. Through one a group of living elves, pulled long ago into the Dungeon 
of Laroth, escaped. They brought with them some stolen tomes from Laroth’s studies in the 
underworld. One of which would be used by Sandalphon to teach men to become shades and 
create the Sidar. 

Much like the Doviello of the prior age men from various tribes began to gather under 
a dark banner. This time they are responding to a promise of arcane power. Lead by Tebryn 
Arbandi and Os-Gabella they are called the Sheaim, powerful summoners who share their 
secrets 

Lastly Hastur, archangel of Mammon, invades the watery vault of Danalin. Finding 
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the god still sleeping Hastur begins whispering to him, causing nightmares that are reflected 
in creation. 

Ldndmctrh) of Erebus 

Aifon Isle 

Now barren, this isle was once the home of the Aifons, a race of men sacred to the water god 
Danalin.The Aifons disappeared entirely in the Age of Magic and no one knows the cause of 
their extinction. 


Altar of the Luonnotar 

The Luonnotar claim that this stone slab was where the one true god stood when he came 
into creation before the fall of Agares. Each religion has a different myth about the origin of 
the stone, but none dispute its power. 

Bradeline’s Well 

The bottomless well is said to reach all the way down into the underworld of Arawn, where 
those unclaimed by any god spend their afterlife. Only those brave enough to explore the 
well can find out what dwells between that world and this. 


Broken Sepulcher 

Though Barbatos, master of death magic, was imprisoned in the Sepulcher in the Age of 
Magic it has not weathered the Age of Ice well. Now the stone block that Kylorin used to 
seal the tomb is shattered and the catacombs beneath lay open. 

Dragon Bones 

...Once I set the sea alight 
with a single fiery breath 
Once I was so mighty 
that I thought my name was death 
Sing out loud until you’re heard 
the song of melancholy bliss, 

For the mighty and the middling 
all shall come to this... 

—Inscription left by the Dragon’s Bones 
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Dungeon 

There are thousands of different kinds of dungeons spread across Erebus, some abandoned 
with forgotten treasures available for the taking, others are the lairs for dark creatures. The 
only way to tell the difference between the two is to explore them. 

Goblin Fort 

Although goblins aren’t normally strong enough to pose a real threat to armies, the Scorpion 
Clan goblins have two advantages that allow them to claim their land. First they are orga¬ 
nized better than other goblin tribes, and the only ones to build fortifications in the wilder¬ 
ness. And secondly is the greasy poison they coat their weapons with. The creation of the poi¬ 
son is a secret of the Scorpion Clan shamans, and so far the secret has been well kept. 

Guardian of Pristin Pass 

Beware the Guardian of Pristin Pass, foul creatures roost in its alcoves and they are likely to 
swoop down on those who come too close to the stone giant. 

Letum Frigus 

There is nothing left here but echoes of the battles that have been fought here. This is where 
Kylorin met Mulcarn in the final battle that killed a god. Wild men live in the caves around 
the site and claim that someday their god will return. 

Maelstrom 

Ships do well to avoid the swirling Maelstrom, though sailors claim ships that pass through it 
often come out on seas in different parts of the world. 

Mirror of Heaven 

When in great need the Malakim seek guidance by heading alone into the desert. Though 
they risk death they often receive visions or enlightenment. The most holy of these wildlands 
is the Mirror of Heaven, a desert so hot the sands have melted to a smooth glass sea. 

Necrototem 

The totems are said to be manufactured in hell itself and planted here in Erebus as a sign of 
hell’s growing power. Regardless of their origin their effect is felt by any who come near, an 
overpowering fear than sends even the bravest running away from the totem. 

Odio’s Prison 

When the gods met at the Seven Pines they called a truce in the Godswar. The divine armies 
withdrew to their sacred lands and humanity had a hint of the peaceful times that would 
come. But the greatest of Aeron’s angels, the archangel Odio, ignored his lord’s command. He 
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was given over to his bloodlust and lead an army of Ira into the lands of Kilmorph. 

“What means the words of one who does not rule his own home? If Aeron is to share 
our council he must withdraw his ara from Odio.” 

The gods agreed with Kilmorph and Aeron’s protection was removed from the raging 
Odio, in that instant the Queen of Gems reached out and pulled Odio into the earth. There 
she left him transformed to stone, eternal testament to the power of the gods and cost of de¬ 
fying their will. 

Pool of Tears 

During the Age of Magic the angels of Sirona gathered here to heal the pains of the world. 
The pool was formed of their tears and is said to be able to cure anyone who bathes in it. 

Pyre of the Seraphic 

What was once a grand temple of Bhall now has no references to her name. The inscriptions 
have been worn off, the murals covered in crude orcish paintings. But the fire that burns atop 
the temple cannot be extinguished, and the Clan is said to sacrifice angels to Bhall at the 
Pyre. 

Remnants of Patria 

Once mankind was joined in a single empire. These jade statues are the last symbols of this 
great empire, and will remind your people of what mankind is capable of. 

Ring of Carcer 

In the frozen wastes explorers have reported seeing a beautiful glow in the night sky. There 
have been many stories about the source of this glow, the passing of spirits from this world to 
the next, the shimmering of the sleeping sun, the remains of Mulcarn himself. 

But the truth is that far into the wastes there exists a ring of starlight, the Ring of 
Carcer. And trapped within is Brigit, the archangel of Bhall whom Bhall was unwilling to kill 
in her fall. Those seeking evidence that the Queen of Fire is not completely lost to the whis¬ 
pers of Agares cite her preservation of Brigit as their evidence. Others say that if Brigit can 
be freed she could kill Bhall and claim her dominion for herself. And we would once again 
have a goddess of holy fire. 

But these are only stories, shared on cold snowy nights. For there is none so far who is 
capable of passing through the Ring of Carcer and freeing the trapped archangel. 

Seven Pines 

This was the place the gods met at the end of the Age of Dragons. This is where the Compact 
was signed and where Cassiel abandoned his god’s service. Despite the events that occurred 
here there is a deep reverence within the glade that calms the hearts of all men. 
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Shipwreck 

Some occurred decades ago, for some it was centuries. In either case treasures may remain 
among the wreckage or monsters may lay in wait beneath them. 

Standing Stones 

Built long ago by the gentle Calculpech, the stones remain, though the creators have long 
since withdrawn into Kilmorph’s vault. 

Temple ofTemporance 

The Temple ofTemporance is a mighty cathedral standing on the “lie de la Sheol,” said to 
have been the first point of creation. Built on the site of an older church, which was in turn 
built on the site of a temple to Junil, it is a magnificent example of gothic architecture and 
one of the greatest buildings standing. The temple is a massive stone building of square tow¬ 
ers, flying buttresses, and tall spires. The exterior of the building is decorated with delicate 
ribbons of arches and statues of saints and kings. The roofline of the building is festooned 
with gargoyles. The interior of the temple is a long, narrow space with columns lining each 
side, supporting two beautiful raised galleries. Brilliant stained glass windows shine gently 
down on the main altar. 


Tomb of Sucellus 

The site of Sucellus s resurrection, the empty tomb is still strongly influenced by the dead 
gods magic and acts like a Life mana node for the owning empire. 

Mulcarn tore Sucellus into seven pieces and scattered six of those pieces across creation. The 
last piece, Sucellus’s heart, Mulcarn kept for himself. 

These scattered pieces were unguarded, held within vast shards of ice that could not be 
chipped away and would not melt. The ice was like stakes driven down into the world’s core, 
and although only a pillar of ice the size of a small home would show above the surface, it 
would extend for miles beneath. 

Unable to move the shards, those that found them built tombs over them instead. 
Cold, hollow places, they still showed reverence for what the god of nature had been. And 
the vines and flowers that bloomed at the edge of the temples were testament to some linger¬ 
ing hope. 

After Mulcarn’s death, the shards melted and the pieces of Sucellus were brought back 
together by the goddess Nantosuelta. The melting ice formed vast underground lakes and the 
gaping pits where they had been were used by the Khazad, and occasionally darker creatures, 
to reach the surface. 

Tower 

Built to guard the borders of countries that have long since passed away, the towers still offer 
a remarkable view of the surrounding lands. 
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Yggdrasil 

Eternal Yggdrasil was undimmed by the Age of Ice. Its fruit still blooms and becomes a sta¬ 
ple of any empire lucky enough to claim it. 

“She stood with me at the forest next to the town. She had a bag of enriched soil in her left 
hand and a small glowing seed in the other. She said that this particular seed will bring us 
happiness and prosperity beyond our imagination. 

When I asked my master, why does the seed glow so strongly, she just smiled back at 
me. The sun was shining warmly that day and it made her eyes look enigmatic and somehow, 
sad. She kneeled down, planted the seed and whispered something I was unable to hear. At 
that moment, she fell unconscious to the ground. 

Suddenly small roots begun to grow beneath her body and quickly she was entirely 
cowered by them. The roots kept growing upwards forming a shape of a tree and all the other 
trees next to us were bending towards her body, almost like they wanted to join that miracu¬ 
lous growth. Moss beneath us started to pulse light and glowing butterflies with other life- 
forms emerged from thin air transforming the whole forest into a radiant garden. While I 
was gazing at the giant tree, I knew that she had filled the seed with her own soul. 

Every day from that day on, I came back to the tree and harvested her magical fruits in 
honor of my former master. We begun to call her Yggdrasil, the Life Tree.” 

—Laudellina, druid apprentice 


Ecology of Er child 

Though far less dangerous than the humanoid and occasionally undead denizens of the wil¬ 
derness, wild animals are nevertheless a constant hazard to those who dare venture beyond 
the pale. 

Bear 

Mankind’s greatest adversary at the beginning of the Age of Ice wasn’t other humans, but the 
massive bears that roamed the tundra. Man and bear fought over the world’s most precious 
commodity, habitable caves. Only the Illians were able form basic cities. The rest of men lived 
as animals, garbed in their skins and fighting them for their homes. 

Elephant 

Elephants roam the wilds of Erebus. These massive behemoths are obstacles to early explora¬ 
tion, but will not attack. If captured they can be upgraded to units quite capable on the of¬ 
fense, though. 





Fruit of Yggdrasil 

The bounty of Yggdrasil is the finest of foods, said to offer increased strength and health to 
those that consume it. They grace the tables of kings and are offered to injured heroes to help 
speed their healing. 

Giant Spider 

How these creatures managed to grow so big and fierce in the bleak and infertile Ice Age is 
something of a mystery, but the unwary travelers who stumbles upon a giant spider will have 
little time to consider such frivolities... 


Spiderkin 

The most successful hunters may find that they develop mutations as they continue to eat the 
poisoned meat of their kills. This is seen as a “gift” from Mother and a sign that the hunter is 
favored. In any case, many of these mutations prove beneficial in combat and the Spiderkin is 
practically immune to further poisoning. 

Goblin 

It was originally thought that goblins were merely the runts of the ore populations, but later 
it was confirmed that they are indeed a distinct species. What has been obvious from the 
first notice of these sad creatures is their dismal fate. They are kicked around by anyone above 
them in the ore hierarchy, which is to say everyone. They get no respect from ores, ogres, or 
lizardmen, and even their wolf mounts have been known to turn on goblins if they get a bit 
hungry. Some goblins accept this fate, and they can be found doing the most menial tasks in 
the Barbarian villages. Most however channel this abuse into hatred for the outside world, 
and they are sent out ahead of ore war bands to cause mayhem where ever they can. Woe to 
the worker or scout that is ambushed by a group of these goblins. 

Wolf Rider 

In battle, the wild ones copy the tactics of civilization, though they could not hope to under¬ 
stand them. They march in rough companies, but break into a frenzy at the first sight of the 
enemy, thus negating the formations. They hail a leader, but follow their own plans when his 
back is turned. They divide a portion of their force for cavalry, despite being unable to mount 
a horse. Although... of the wolf riders, I have gained a grudging respect, in their bravery at 
mounting such a fearsome beast—and at their aptitude for it. 

—Excerpt from Lilar Jaswin’s Interactions Among the Lesser Races, Chapter IV 


Gulagarm 

The innocent berries are always ripe. But it is said that the soul of anyone who eats them will 
never be able to leave hell. 
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Gunpowder 

Often known as blasting powder, gunpowder is a new innovation of the Age of Rebirth, and 
some say it signals the coming of a new age without magic. 

Hawk 

To soar, weightless, above the world: it is the dream of man, and the reality of the hawk. 
Trained hawks act as the eyes of hunters, rangers and beastmasters, increasing their already 
considerable recon ability. 

Hill Giant 

Primitive and violent, the hill giants are the terrors of the hinterland. They seldom if ever 
stray into civilized lands, but they eat careless explorers for breakfast. Literally. 

Pact of the Nilhorn 

Early explorers found it was best to avoid the massive giants that roamed the land. A bard, 
named Antonis of Oriel, wandered too close and was captured by a group called the Nilhorn. 
He offered the only gift he could for his life, he played a song. The wild giants were so en¬ 
tranced by his song that, when it ended, they sat unmoving and Antonis could have simply 
walked out of the makeshift camp they had dragged him back to. Fascinated by finding his 
new audience so appreciative, Antonis continued to play, and his performances became a part 
of the giants’ nightly rituals. 

Antonis stayed with the Nilhorn for three years, until one of them reported seeing a 
Sheaim army approaching his homeland. The giants avoided any settled land and tried to 
convince Antonis not to return, but he left the giants and returned to defend Oriel. Although 
a talented musician, Antonis was an incompetent warrior and he was killed defending Oriel. 
When he fell, the Nilhorn came out of the forests and approached the besieged village. Both 
armies froze, unaccustomed to seeing giants willing to enter civilized lands. Searching the 
battlefield, the giants found Antonis’s body, and, enraged, they set upon the Sheaim. The vil¬ 
lage defenders cheered at their new-found allies and joined in the assault. 

The battle was quick and the Sheaim were turned back. After it was over, the giants 
picked up the body of Antonis and carried it with them into the forests. The village raised 
a monument to their large rescuers and swore never to forget the aid they were given. The 
Sheaim never forgot the failed battle either, and forever avoided Oriel in their attacks. 

Lion 

Over time a lion that survives the wild will grow into a pride. A pride that ends up in terrain 
that will support a den will create a den that will occasionally spawn new lions that will go 
out to explore the world, grow into new prides and form more dens. 
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Lizardman 

Cold-blooded and cold-hearted, lizardmen make great explorers, not from great stores of 
bravery and limitless curiosity. Rather, they have no compunction against crawling though 
swamps and jungles, skittering through brambles in forest thickets, or dashing up sheer 
mountaintops. Beasts tend to shy away from them, and they likewise have contempt for most 
mammals, though they have been known to work closely with ores when the need arises. 

Lizardman Ranger 

Lizardmen, simple wanderers early in the Age of Rebirth, responded to the expansion of cit¬ 
ies and towns by growing more and more aggressive. As men and elves learned the secrets of 
taming the jungles, they found the lizardmen unwilling to be so tamed. It is not a religious 
reverence, as the elves hold for the forests that ties the lizardmen to their jungles. Time has 
simply adapted their bodies and their culture such that they are the undisputed rulers of these 
terrains. Lizardmen rangers are an expression of this, taming the fierce jungle cats and turn¬ 
ing them against their prey. Cries for mercy go unheeded by these cold-blooded nomads, who 
attack with all the mercy of an outbreak of the fever—and even more stealth. 

Mammoth 

The dominant animal in the Ice Age, these colossal creatures have little to fear from anyone 
but large packs of wolves or bands of well-armed human hunters (in the case of the Doviello, 
the distinction between the two is somewhat blurry). Other creatures have little to fear from 
them, as they are quite peaceful when not threatened, and live off the few plants that still 
grow in the more hospitable areas of the tundra. 

Rumor has it that certain human cultures have managed to tame these creatures, and 
kindle their dormant instinct for destruction to turn them into mighty and terrible war ani¬ 
mals. 

See Also 

Mammoth Rider 

Mana 

It was the last day of my apprenticeship, the first day I could claim the title adept. My mas¬ 
ter brought me to this hill-top and sat. By his silence, I knew he was awaiting the answer to 
an unasked question. This time, as usual, I didn’t know what was expected of me. I looked 
around, searching. After a time, as he continued to gaze at me, I grew frustrated. I was about 
to speak, to ask for the riddle so I could begin to answer it, when suddenly I felt—nay, tasted 
the glorious stuff for the first time. The Ether. My eyes betrayed my ecstasy, and my master 
smirked knowingly. He arched his eyebrow. I answered, finally, with one word. “Power.” 







Mithril 

First discovered in the Age of Magic, mithril is stronger and lighter than steel. Dwarves, the 
first to discover it, used to spread the rumor that the white metal was carved dragon bone and 
laughed as their competition marched off into dragon lairs to attempt to recover some. Today 
the tradition continues, but since the lairs hold many of the artifacts created during the Age 
of Magic, those lucky enough to survive the raids are often rewarded with the mithril they 
were hunting. 



Ogre 

Ogres have long been the rulers of places civilization would rather not tread. Now that the 
realms of civilization have been cut back, the ogres aim to make sure man stays in his place, 
claiming the hills and bogs as their own and thriving despite the cold. 

See Also 

Clan of Embers 

Ogre Warchief 

The ogre study of nature allows them to survive more readily in the cold than humans, and 
frostlings are no trouble for them. So it should be no surprise that here and there in the Age 
of Ice, small villages of ogres have sprung up. These are usually temporary, and always led by 
the strongest ogre, known to outsiders as the warchief, a title derived from their favorite pas¬ 
time. 

In human societies “chief” often denotes a wise and revered leader. Ogres, however, respect 
only strength. Leadership of their cities can change in a single brawl. Actually, when these 
brutes begin to march on human cities, they can change leadership with a single brawl as 
well. One look at what the warchief does to the first defender will often induce all the back 
up to flee in terror. 


Stoneskin Ogre 

Ogres have tremendous regenerative ability and a very high tolerance for pain. Long-lived 
ogres will typically be covered in scars, but these old wounds give them a thick layer of cal¬ 
luses, further reducing their susceptibility to pain. Their reflexes tend to be dulled somewhat, 
but killing a stoneskin ogre is a tremendously difficult task. Even wounding one is rare, and is 
not recommended without a great withdrawal rate. 

Not all ogres gravitated to their rudimentary villages, to follow the warchiefs. Some con¬ 
tinued a solitary existence. They fought Doviello wildmen, Amurite squads, and frost giants 
with equal vigor to defend their territory, earning them the name stoneskin. 
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Pearl 

A shelly concretion, usually rounded, and having a brilliant luster, with varying tints, found 
in the mantle, or between the mantle and shell of pearl oysters and river mussels. It is usually 
due to a secretion of shelly substance around some irritating foreign particle. Its substance is 
the same as nacre, or mother-of-pearl. Pearls, which are round, or nearly round, and of fine 
luster, are highly esteemed as jewels and compare in value with the precious stones. 

Razorweed 

Sometimes called “bloodweed” or “assassin’s gift,” razorweed is a horrid plant that first grew 
in hell. It was later taken into creation, though difficult to grow in captivity because it would 
usually kill its gardener. That tendency made it a favorite gift of assassins, who would sneak it 
into their victim’s garden where it would kill them when it grew large enough. 

The plant itself is mostly vines with strong, hollow thorns along its length. After feed¬ 
ing dark sacs of blood can blossom along its length. 

Reagents 

Reagents are plants that are specially tended and prepared to be used in spellcasting. The 
caster taps into the latent magical energy in the reagents and is able to access more powerful 
spells because of it, as he doesn’t have to rely on just his own body as a focus. 

Sheut Stone 

Only Agares knows the origin of these stones. They may be a pale reflection of the gems of 
creation or Agares’s failed attempts to make his own. Regardless they radiate powerful death 
magic and draw wraiths to them like silent beacons. During the Age of Magic necromancers 
were said to have turned the stones into powerful weapons for those that wielded them. 

Stag 

Even in winter’s grasp some remnants of an earlier age remains. The Great Stag is a symbol 
of that time and reminds a world populated by gaunt wolves and even more lean men that 
there was a time of plenty, when nature had a primal strength and was as nurturing as it was 
fierce. Those times seem well past, covered by layers of ice. 

But beneath that ice, and in the spirit of this great creature, some piece of that strength 
lives on. A talented hunter who is able to defeat the Stag can claim its pelt and its legend for 
himself. Those that choose to nurture the Stag instead may find another reward awaits them. 

Tiger 

Our camp was in ruins before we had even registered the loud, coughing snarl that preceded 
the attack. A giant tiger, easily six feet long, leapt out of the brush and was upon us. It tore 
our pack beasts to shreds and the only thing that saved us was my poor old horse Mortimer 
kicking the beast’s head before it savaged him. Slowed it down enough for us to kill it with 
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spears and arrows, old Mortimer did. That’s why I’ll never tread through those Ljosalfar for¬ 
ests, boy. Too wild, and the damned elves like it that way! 



Toad 


A common delicacy in the hells, toads can only be found on hell terrain and will disappear if 
the terrain is converted back to normal terrain. 


Wolf 

Wolves occasionally grow into wolf packs. Wolf packs can spawn new wolves that split off 
and hunt on their own, making them mobile monster lairs. 
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Mdldkim 

The only elves the Malakim had seen were the dark Svartalfar. Yet, when a group of hunt¬ 
ers happened across a nearly-dead elven man freezing in the wastes, they took him back to 
their village and agreed to tend to his injuries rather than kill him. When he awoke in their 
care, he explained that he was Varn Gosam, and that he had fled from his homeland. Sensing 
some truth in him, the Malakim believed him and allowed him to live among them. 

Varn built a shrine to Lugus in the small village and began spreading his newfound re¬ 
ligion to the villagers. His revival spread quickly, and the former elven prince found himself 
a leader of men. Accepting that role, he set forth to lead the Malakim through the hard years 
to follow and into the light of Lugus. 

See Also 

Mirror of Heaven 

Varn Gosam 

Elven servants of Arawn fled his domain into the Shadowed Vale, a valley kept perpetually in 
darkness by a thick mist that obscured the border between the vale and Creation. In the 15th 
year of the 4th age, a young Auric Ulvin and his companions were trapped in the vale and ac¬ 
cused of stealing from the elves. Varn, a prince of the elves, believed Ulvin’s denials, although 
his fellow elves did not. When Varn tried to sneak them out of the vale, his brother caught 
them and an elven warband was sent to catch and kill the companions. Auric was just grow¬ 
ing into his affinity for magic at the time and as the elven warband set upon them he reached 
through the vale for any source of magic he could find to use. The faint source he felt through 
it was the sun, when he pulled its power through he destroyed the barrier between the worlds 
and flooded the perpetually dark vale with light. The elvish warband was blinded, but Varn 
underwent a transformation, he saw Lugus in that light and was rewarded for his commit¬ 
ment to the truth (by trying to save the children) by becoming a priest of Lugus. He fled 
L from the vale into the cold wastes of Creation on whatever path Lugus had planned for him. 






I forgave her, but she couldn’t forgive herself. 

It wasn’t unusual for Talia to worship at dusk. She revered it as I revered the dawn. She 
said that as the world slept the spirits came out to wander across it and often slipped into 
bed late, warm from the magic she channeled and smelling of flowers that covered the small 
shrine she kept in the temple. She was beautiful and I loved her. 

I arose one morning to find that she never came to bed. It was three days since she told 
me about her affair and through many tears, both in anger and sadness, we worked through 
it. I promised myself that I would forget what she had done, that I would trust her again. But 
in seeing the empty bed my mind leapt to suspicions. 

I found her body laying before her shrine. She had expended her spirit entirely in cast¬ 
ing, let her life flow from her for no reason other than to give it up. There was a short note 
with her, it read simply “I’m sorry.” 

There was no salvation for her. And I shed tears once again at the altar of Lugus. An¬ 
gels tended to me, brilliant compassionate beings who cried along with me. In time we di- 
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vined Talia’s last hours. She hated the pain she caused me and prayed for some relief. But the 
druidic spirits consoled only time and patience to heal those wounds. Another voice had of¬ 
fered a more immediate solution. 

That was the demoness Lethe, Queen of Sorrow. She whispered to Talia as she had 
thousands before. Bade her to forget her life and enter the abyss to escape her pain. And Talia 
followed it, killing herself at the shrine, believing somehow that she was making it easier for 
me. 

Now we sail towards an idyllic beach. The tides beat regularly against white sand that 
rises smoothly to a thick ridge of mountain. It’s hard to believe that the Fane of Lessers, the 
place where Agares dwelt during the Godswar, where the souls of the damned are drawn, lies 
beyond those mountains. 



This may be madness. To assault the stronghold of evil with only those few volunteers 
that could join me on this galleon. But Lethe is somewhere within that twisted hellish ter¬ 
rain, and I will make sure that her voice, and those the demon lords that dwell with her, will 
be removed from Erebus. 

Talia Gosam 

“We have always been animals first and people second, so that no matter how eloquently our 
reason may speak, the final word is always had by our hunger, our rage, our lust.” 

—on Feral Bond 


Teutorix 

There is a cure for vampirism. It involves the long barrel of a gun and large doses of splin¬ 
tered iron and powder. 

—on Blasting Powder 

Camel Archer 

Long accustomed to dodging abrupt sandstorms before the Malakim began utilizing them 
for their mounted archers, if a trained camel is matched with a capable rider they can virtu¬ 
ally become the sandstorms themselves, arriving in a flurry and disappearing at a moments 
notice. 
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Lightbringer 

Well before the founding of any of the great polarizing religions in the Age of Rebirth, Varn 
Gosam of the Malakim had already consolidated the multiplicity of prophets in his land into 
one faith, though before the Revelation of the Mirror there was no formal creed or name 
for this nascent religion. It would come to be called the Empyrean, and it would change and 
grow from the tribal faith it was in those days as it spread across Erebus. The Lightbringer 
was widely used in Malakim lands due to their divine scrying powers in those early days, and 
retained a ceremonial position well after the Ecclesiastics superseded them in importance. 

Malakim Knight 

Holy warriors first, and imperial shock troops second, the Malakim’s knights can appear 
brusque and unconcerned in their single-mindedness, bringing the Crusader s zealotry to 
Varn Gosam’s creed. Unlike most units devoted to the faith, Malakim Knights neither receive 
nor seek any divine abilities. They know full well that when heathen forces come in number, 
it will be their dedication that holds the line and routs the unbelievers. 

The Empyrean 

Where the Order values law, the Empyrean values wisdom. Adjudication started from the 
teachings of Lugus and punishment is not based on adherence to a labyrinthine codex of 
laws, but from direct consol on the merits of each case. Social equality and impartiality are 
the model between a government and its citizens as well as between empires. As such the 
Empyrean gives equal voice to small empires as it does those that dominate Erebus. 

Honor 

What separates us from them? Honor. We have it, they do not. And without it, even if they 
win, they will lose in the end. For a victory without honor is like a well without water—emp¬ 
ty, and useless. Honor is the mortar that binds friends and the foundation upon which to 
build a future. Men who fight dishonorably are building their empire on sand. 

—Caradel Bluestride, Order Commander, speech before the last stand of the Divine Com¬ 
pany 

Chalid Astrakein 

See Host of the Einherjar , Gibbon Goetia 
Pillar of Fire 

When the messenger brought word that the Lanun refused our demand to surrender, the 
High Inquisitor sighed sadly, then ordered our army back from the walls. The commanders 
protested this apparent retreat, but the High Inquisitor replied, “Wait, and see.” He climbed a 
hill which overlooked the pirate raiders’ seaport, and began to pray. 

It started slowly, thin streamers of smoke rising from the rooftops, but quickly hungry 
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tongues of flame were licking the sky, rising higher and higher. Within a minute, the entire 
town was on fire, and still the flames rose, spinning with increasing speed about a central axis. 
The great pillar of fire stretched to the zenith, spinning like some hellish cyclone of flame— 
even a quarter-mile from the walls, we could feel the wind created as it sucked up the sur¬ 
rounding air into itself. 

The most horrible part came after the pillar collapsed and dissolved. That’s when it 
started to snow—except it wasn’t snow, not at midsummer. It the ashes of the town and its 
inhabitants, drawn up by the pillar of fire, and scattered for a half-mile round about what 
once had been a thriving seaport, and was now a great crematorium. 

That was when I started to have doubts about serving the Order. 

—From A Diary of the Lanun Campaigns by Kell Magoran 



Ecclesiastic 

I was invited to attend the initiation rites of the Ecclesiastics in Balderham. Ordinarily I 
would have feared some attempt at propaganda or persuasion, but in all things the Empyrean 
is open. The Vicar and one Ecclesiastic walked from the temple, at the heart of the city, while 
I followed behind a respectful distance, a welcome observer but not participant. We went not 
to the manor house of the local lord, nor the poor beggars in their slums, nor to some sa¬ 
cred altar from which to pray. The Vicar led us to the dungeon, and the Ecclesiastic aspirant 
showed the same surprise I felt. 

The guards let us pass, and downwards we walked, through the squalor that inevitably 
collected in such a place, even a relatively enlightened realm such as this. Men moved for¬ 
ward to watch us as we passed. Some hurled taunts or mockery, while some hurled more vile 
substances, the excrement occasionally landing on the Vicar’s robes. 

The young man flinched, though his mentor did not. “Why have we come to such a 
dark place, Father?” asked the Ecclesiastic. “Why do we go anywhere?” was the reply. “To 
bring light into the darkness.” This was some sort of code or mantra, for they both spoke it 
together. They stopped at one cell, a ragged man shuffled up to the bars, blinking in the light 
of our torch. “This is the darkest corner of our realm, dear child, not for the fact that we de¬ 
scend deep into this hole, but for the depravity of those who were brought here. This man 
has... his hands are stained with the blood of man. But he has requested to hear of the light. 
If you can bring him from the darkness, you will be ready for your vows. Lugus will show you 
the way.”The Vicar passed the torch to his charge, and turned to leave. The man behind the 
bars sank to his knees and cried, “Teach me, lord, please!” 

The boy knelt to pray for wisdom, and I turned to leave as well, though I caught the 
eye to the imprisoned man and grew to doubt success of the young man’s mission in this 
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place. 

—From Chapter 3 


of Reflections on the State Cults, by Elder Methyl of the Luonnotar 


Rat ha 

Now available with underbody neon lighting, spinner rims, and a spring-loaded carbon brush 
suspension that allows you to “bounce” each wheel individually or together. Perfect for a 
night of pimping or out killing those heathen Doviello. (Note: warranty does not cover fire¬ 
ball damage.) 

Sun Magic 


Sand Lion 

The shifting desert sands themselves, or creatures perfectly designed for them? Either way, 
these elusive creatures are never seen outside their desert homes unless compelled to travel 
there by a powerful conjurer or summoner. Whereas interlopers to their harsh realms often 
suffer delusions in the heat, sand lions see with a sight even rangers envy, discerning reality 
from mirage natural or otherwise. 
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See Also 

Pool ofTears 


Elohim 


In the Age of Dragons the gods waged war through proxies, fierce dragons, wild krakens, and 
armies of lesser angels and demons and, rarely, face to face. In either case, the destruction was 
cataclysmic. 

Immanuel Logos was a follower of Sirona, Goddess of Wisdom. He ruled a small tribe 
in her name, dispensing wisdom and providing shelter for her followers. Until one day he ob¬ 
served her army, a phalanx of titans, marching upon a stronghold of Aeron. The armies met 
in a field worked by a group of subsistence farmers. When the battle ended, the armies were 
tattered, but the bystanders were worse, broken in body, fields destroyed, and despondent of 
spirit. It was a scene played out countless times, as dragons crushed struggling settlements 
when they clashed or holy fire rained down upon those caught in the middle. Immanuel be¬ 
lieved in his goddess, but he could no longer stand on the sidelines, nor confine his care to his 
own people. 

Off came his regal symbols, and he tossed aside his sacred spear for the last time. He 
gathered orphaned children in his arms, and doled comfort to the dying. Sirona watched this 
noble leader leave her service but did not forbid him leaving. She knew that for humanity to 
survive, they needed more than someone fighting on their behalf. They needed care and shel¬ 
ter through the days of heavenly warfare. 

Thus was borne an order of monks. Before the compact, they had no permanent home. 
They traveled the world, tending to the battered and broken under the guidance of Im¬ 
manuel and his successors, who took his name to show their spiritual heritage and author¬ 
ity. Their service attracted other kind hearted souls to their number, and they became one of 
the most trusted groups in the eyes of men and angels. Thus, when the compact was forged, 
they were the only mortals who witnessed the handing of the Godslayer to the legend Finner. 
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The agreement of the gods to withdraw from direct combat in mortal realms was met by the 
world Erebus herself with great joy, and at that spot seven fir trees were born to stand wit¬ 
ness. Before departing, Sucellus tasked the order of the Elohim with tending to this and oth¬ 
er sacred sites, some symbols of great importance, some fonts of power. 

As the kingdoms of men arose in the Age of Magic, the Elohim continued this mis¬ 
sion, peacefully when possible, with force when necessary. Warlords who searched for clues to 
the location of Finner’s tomb, wizards who coveted an angel’s tears for his magics, and others 
sought the Elohim’s knowledge, secrets that they often died to protect. The warrior monk tra¬ 
dition was begun in these trying times, men who carried no weapon, so anathema was war¬ 
fare was to them, but could subdue marauders within the blink of an eye. The monks’ purity 
was a ward against the more vile forces that sought to harm their charges. 

Then came Bhall’s fall and Mulcarn’s breach of the Compact. The Elohim lost contact 
with many of their sacred sites, abandoning them to the elements and wild men. But they 
returned to their original mission, and traveled to desperate communities, tending to disease 
and enshrining dying knowledge in chants and stories so when rebirth came, it would be 
swift and complete. As in the Age of Dragons, their numbers swelled with those inspired by 
their example, and they become not just an order, but a nation. 

Today that nation has emerged into the sunlight of rebirth. Einion Logos is the head 
of the ancient order of Elohim, a position of unequaled respect. He is ancient himself, but 
wishes to live however long enough to see his followers reclaim their shrines. Gariel the 
Strong was the King of the Elohim nation which shelters the order. He lead his people out 
of the Age of Ice, but his reign was cut short by illness and passed to Ethne the White, his 
daughter who must now withstand the trials of the Age of Rebirth. 

Einion Logos 

Culva. 

He always began with “culva,” the Lanun word for love. He went through his list, in¬ 
toned each word and its meaning. At the beginning they were all recited from memory, but 
each week he added a few more, and he had to read from the journal he kept for the task 
when he neared the end of the list. 

She died two years ago. He had promised that he would take her to the Aegean Isles, 
always postponing it. During times of war he was needed for battle, in other times he was 
needed to maintain the peace. Threatening armies retreated from cities once they found out 
he was in them, enemies unwilling to negotiate were eager to offer peace when he carried the 
treaty to their capitals’ gates. 

But there is no good deal that can be made with demons. He had just returned from 
negotiations with the Infernals, a deep blue demon with a goat’s head and shattered bones 
had agreed to the peace treaty but with several demands. He had lost most of them and that 
infuriated the demon. He threatened, Einion ignored the threats and demanded complete 
surrender. The demon had no choice. 

The treaty was signed, it agreed to end hostilities between the Elohim and the In¬ 
fernals. That all crimes previous to the signing of that treaty would be forgiven. The demon 







signed, and smiled. 

The smile haunted Einion for the three days it took to return home. While the others 
celebrated his success, the end of the war, a dark cloud hung over Einion. When he opened 
the door to his secluded manor-house he understood why. 

The stench slammed into him but he had been on enough battlefields to realize imme¬ 
diately what had happened. The curse of knowledge is that it kills hope, you know what has 
happened, what is happening, what will happen regardless of your desire to remain ignorant. 

Einion walked through his house, wanting to run to his wife but unwilling to move 
any faster than a walk through the horrors around him. Blood was everywhere. An elegant 
glass cabinet in the foyer had had her faced pressed up against it. You could still see the prints 
of her face and hands in the dried blood, and the fragile shells she had painted herself were 
inside undamaged. No one had pushed her against the glass, she had been possessed and 
rubbed and held her face just enough to leave the mark. 

It was like this in every room. She had climbed unto the rafters in their sitting room 
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and tied her long hair to the rope braces. Then she had leapt off, her hair and patches of flesh 
from her head still dangled there. The paintings that hung in the hallway to their bedroom 
had been painted over with cruel messages to him, all in her handwriting. Einion tried to ig¬ 
nore them. 

There was a grey light coming from their bedroom. It made odd jumping shadows in 
the hallway, like a tattered flag being waved in front of a lantern. Einion expected to find her 
dead, but she was unable to die. 

Her skin was gone, she had carved it off herself, she had torn and pulled most of her 
joints out of their sockets, and they now hung and flopped at odd angles. The light was from 
a grey symbol on her chest. A mark that wouldn’t allow her to die, but wouldn’t relieve her 
of any of the pain she was experiencing. Her soul was trapped in a tortured body. Her body 
writhed in pain, her soul could be seen stretching out of it, trying to escape, but held fast by 
the symbol’s power. She had been driven mad by the pain and screamed soundlessly. 

Einion wept as he knelt by the bed. He cast the spell to dispel the symbol and once it 
was gone, once he killed her, he collapsed by the bed and prayed for her forgiveness. 

His Rue-de-guar (shield bearer) found him there that evening when Einion failed to 
show up to the celebration banquet they had planned for him. The city suffered with their 
favorite son and his tears were shared by the youngest child to the most veteran warriors. 
When the city called out for blood, that they must break the truce, only Einion said no. He 
addressed the Council of Ayes: 

“If you grieve for me, lay down your arms; if you love me, do not march to the battle¬ 
field but return to your wives and children. Let your ships be those of trade and exploration, 
your dreams be of children playing in the yard and long years spent among friends. I go to 
bury my wife, with whom I had too little time; do not allow your time to so easily slip by.” 

Ethne the White 

On the day of her birth, the king decreed that his daughter would never witness the suffering 
of the world. So Ethne grew up in luxury, tended to by an obedient staff, and she never saw 
the world past the lavish gardens that surrounded the palace. She grew into a gentle-spirited 
girl, not expectant or demanding as one might expect of a child in her situation, but kind, 
without malice of any sort. 

Her world remained tiny until the day she saw Splendor, a brightly colored blue and 
yellow parrot that came gliding over the palace hedges. Ethne was 14 and she expected the 
bird to come to her call, as all of the palace animals had been trained to do so, but he merely 
sat looking down at her from the branches of the Tulip Poplar tree. 

Confused but fascinated by the strange bird she brought him fruit and nuts and af¬ 
ter she backed away he flew down to the plate she had laid out for him. He landed beside 
the plate and hopped up to it on one leg, holding the other close to his body. Ethne realized 
he had been hurt, one of his claws was missing, and she cried for the first time she could re¬ 
member as she watched him eat and hobble on the edge of the plate. 

Unable to stand it, Ethne got up and came toward Splendor, wanting to somehow fix 
him but she only scared him away. His wings were uninjured and in a few seconds he was air- 








borne and he flew out of the palace grounds. Ethne chased after him, overwhelmed with grief 
for the poor bird. She ran by the marble fountains, the topiary gardens, ponds full of spar¬ 
kling fish, all without blemish, to the sculpted hedges that marked the borders of her world. 
And without thinking, she pushed through them and dropped onto the city street beyond 
into a world unlike anything she had imagined. 

People pushed and shoved through crowded streets, tired horses dragged wagons 
through the mud, diseased beggars yelled for charity and were ignored by everyone. People 
argued over scraps in front of decaying buildings. 

Ethne wandered the streets for hours, unable to comprehend the suffering that existed 
outside of the palace gates. Well past nightfall, she was stopped by a man with golden blond 
hair dressed in blue robes. 

“Child, do you know that many search and worry for you?” 

“I know.” She answered, too confused to say more. 

“You have been able to see the world as one outside of it, to know something of perfec- 
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tion and how we fall short of it. It is a rare experience for the mortal mind.” 

“There is so much evil,” Ethne struggled to communicate her thoughts, she didn’t have 
words for most of what she was feeling. “Everything is broken, even the palace life is wrong, 
when there is so much need outside of it. I haven’t seen anything that is good.” 

The stranger knelt down beside Ethne, his grey eyes locked on her watery blue as he 
told the following story: 

“A farmer’s horse jumped the fence and fled his field. The following day his neighbor 
came to console him for his loss, saying, ‘I am sorry for the evil luck that has befallen you.’ 
“The farmer only replied, ‘Who is to say what is good and what is evil?’ 

“The next day the horse returned and it brought a wild horse with it. The neighbor 
came back and congratulated the farmer on his good fortune. 

“The farmer only replied, ‘Who is to say what is good and what is evil?’ 

“A week later the farmer’s son was trying to tame the new horse when he was thrown 
from it and broke his leg. Again the neighbor came back to curse the farmer’s bad fortune. 
“The farmer only replied, ‘Who is to say what is good and what is evil?’ 

“On the following day the captain came to the town to recruit men for the war and 
passed by the farmer’s son because of his broken leg. Once again the farmer said to the 
neighbor, ‘Who is to say what is good and what is evil?”’ 

Ethne considered the story before replying, “If this is not evil, then what is?” 

“Good, or evil, isn’t what happens to you. It isn’t creation. It is what you do about it. 
When you return to your palace after seeing this, how you have changed will be for good or 
for evil.” 

Ethne returned to the palace that night, and she took to her studies with a new fervor. 
She had the hedges removed and looked daily out into the country she was the princess of, 
determined to take the lesson to heart. 

See Also 

Theatre 

Hyborem’s Whisper 
CORLINDALE 

As Corlindale walked towards the overgrown walls, his heart was filled up with equal por¬ 
tions of excitement and fear. His first battle! This was what he had been training for, during 
the long and hard years of being locked in the Amurite citadels, forced to study moldy old 
tomes and practice vocalization for unbearably long stretches at a time, listening to the el¬ 
der mages droning on and on about ancient runestones and vagaries of magic while secretly 
wishing them to oblivion. 

His fellow mages marched beside him, all in a strictly ordered formation, all with 
equally expressionless faces. He realized that he must look a fool in all his excitement, and 
made a partly successful attempt at emulating their indifferent expressions. 

Moments later: chaos. Everyone was gone, the ordered formations falling into disar¬ 
ray as the Ljosalfar sentries that had been hiding in the treetops unleashed a hail of arrows at 
the unprotected mages. He had managed to evade it by quickly evoking a protective spell, in 
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a more instinctual than rational reaction. Then he had started to run. Now he was all alone, in 
the streets of an enemy city. Thankfully, most of the enemy forces seemed to be concentrated 
at the outer walls, but he still felt very exposed as he walked around the empty streets, mar¬ 
veling at the mighty oak trees. He almost felt as if he were walking in a dream, so eerie was 
the beauty around him, and so distant the sounds of the battlefield. He found it hard to recall 
what the cause for the present conflict had been—perhaps a dispute over borders? Perhaps 
the elves had been overly protective of a source of mana? It all seemed so distant and insig¬ 
nificant now. 

Suddenly he stumbled upon an elvish patrol, coming towards him from a side-street. 
As one of them saw him, he called out in the melodic elven language. The vigilant sentry and 
the other soldiers started approaching Corlindale, though somewhat warily. They had prob¬ 



ably been warned about the skill of Amurite mages. 

It did not do them much good, however. He held out his palm, and drew heat from 
the surrounding air to create an enormous fireball, glad of the recent rainfall that would min¬ 
imize the risk of a forest fire. He flung the fiery ball at the patrol, and closed his eyes at the 
searing explosion of light and heat which ensued. Naught but ashes remained of the leading 
elves, while the ones who had evaded the blast threw their weapons and fled. The cowards. 

Feeling strangely exhilarated, he walked on. His first victory—as is so often the case 
with the young upstarts in military life—had made him feel all but invincible, and he almost 
wished more elves would come. 

Moments later, a wish fulfilled. He heard the rustles of leaves behind him, and imme¬ 
diately invoked another ball of fire. Remembering the rain of arrows with dread, he elected 
not to take any chances, and in one whirling motion he turned around and flung the ball in 
the general direction of the sound. Time stopped. 

Before him stood a female elf, her hair long and silvery, her eyes almond shaped and 
beautiful, but her face marred by the expression of pure terror on her face. Worse still, at her 
feet stood two younger children, a boy and a girl, clinging to their mother s dress, the older 
girl mirroring her mother’s expression of terror, the young boy just seeming curious about the 
fiery object traveling towards him at a rapid pace. Corlindale had time to take all this in, in a 
moment which seemed to linger for centuries. He reached out his hand, and desperately and 
fervently willed the ball to stop, to cease its flight towards destruction, even to turn around 
and consume him. Anything but this. At last, as it became evident that nothing could be 
done, that no force in this world could reverse his magic, he closed his eyes, and his howl of 
misery almost served to drown the shrieks of pain. 

One evening in the late autumn, a stranger approached the city of Cahir Abbey, in the 
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lands of the Elohim. He was clad in a brown cloak, with no symbols or markings of any kind, 
and seemed very fatigued, so the sentries on the wall took him in, and gave him food and 
shelter. Some were curious about his origin, but one look at his eyes was enough to convince 
them that not all stories were fit for human ears. This was a broken man, in spirit more so 
than in body, and their hearts ached with pity for his cruel fate. 


Devout 

Devouts are respected far and wide, and allowed entry without question into any land. They 
tend the sick and dying left behind from brutal conquests of the more bellicose nations, pre¬ 
venting restless spirits from gathering. 


Monk 

Only the smartest, most evil of prey is worthy of the monk’s attention. These men have given 
their lives over to the intense focus and meditation required to leave behind the frail con¬ 
straints of their bodies and become something more than mortal. Free from the laws of phys¬ 
ics, monks are equipped with the mental tools needed to take up the fight with the demons 
themselves—and win. 

Day 6. Encountered the remnants of a company of macemen. They’ve seen my foe. If I make 
haste, I am but a day away from ridding the world of his evil. I must prepare. 

—Extract from the diary of Brother Kideran, demon hunter 


Reliquary 

“My dear, beloved children, stand down and lay down your weapons. Kneel and pray. Because 
thou are about to be sanctified by the omniscient presence of this holy item. Its touch healing 
thousands of souls, its look giving sight to the blind, its smell giving hope to millions, making 
me a voluntarily slave of its infinite love. Let us pray, let us pray to honor its very existence...” 


Spirit Mdcfic 

Hope 

We gazed at the ruins of our city, and around it the slaughtered herds and salted fields. The 
crows circled overhead eagerly, and their stench of the scavengers feast reached insidiously 
into our noses. 

“Well,” the commander said at last, “things won’t be getting any worse, boys.” 








bBhdlh, Ancjebqf c Tiro 


Brigit 

She withered in the onslaught of flames, for the first time feeling the sensation of burning. It 
was as if she dove into the sun. Tears of gold ran down her sword, so hot it was melting be¬ 
fore reaching its target. Her armor popped and warped and her wings were little more than 
charred stubs. 

Behind her 440 angels fought against thousands. There was little hope but they fought 
because hope was not required, only passion for what they were. And hatred for what they 
would not become. 

They were all hurling down. Bhall had succumbed, and in that had destroyed the heav¬ 
en that they all occupied. She paid little attention to the war raging around her, a battlefield 
streaking through the sky, angels flying, burning, and killing each other. Bhall was the burn¬ 
ing heart of the inferno, like a massive meteor surrounded by thousands of shattered pieces, 
and Brigit was diving towards her. 

Brigit landed on her chest, her willpower split between protecting herself, guiding her 
movements and reaching out to Bhall. Brigit was barely taller than the goddess head but she 
raised her sword to drive it through to Bhall s heart. 

“My queen, you must recant. The men and gods all stand on your strength. In your loss 
you will consume creation.” 

There was no response, Brigit raised her sword again, but she could not finish the mo¬ 
tion. It was not the pain, or the fall, she was simply unable to do it. 

“Can you not kill me child?” 

Bhall’s words rang through each of her angels. Behind her Brigit could see the ground 
nearing, there was a great city below with tall spires and vast domed temples. 

“You cannot fall, you won’t let this happen!” 

Bhall closed her eyes, as if considering the statement, then lashed out at her highest 
angel grabbing Brigit in her right hand and pointing her left toward the mass of warring an¬ 
gels. In that second each of the 440 angels that hadn’t followed Bhall that had remained loyal 
to her holy dominion were incinerated in pale yellow flames. The thousands that had fol- 
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lowed their queen cheered, Brigit could see that they were already being transformed by their 
fall into twisted horrid shapes. Of all of Bhall’s angels only Brigit remained pure and beauti¬ 
ful. 

“You will not join me?” 

“No.” Brigit remained absolute. 

Just before striking the ground Bhall threw Brigit away from her. To a place where fire 
creatures would never go, deep into the lands of snow and ice. Bhalls commands chased af¬ 
ter her, forming a prison for the archangel, a ring of lights that burn anyone who tries to pass 
through it. And to this day Brigit remains trapped within it. 



See Also 

Pyre of the Seraphic 
Ring of Career 

Cldn of Embers 

Fire was the tool Kylorin used to cleanse the rot from Patria, for Bhall had given her righ¬ 
teous followers gifts to rival those sorcerous powers gained first from Ceridwen. The pas¬ 
sionate fire goddess was a force for good. Those who loved justice and mercy could use her 
power to counter the wicked mages Kylorin had trained. But she fell to the wily whispers 
of Agares, god of despair, raining fire on the just and unjust alike in a terrible day heralding 
the end of the Age of Magic. Once devout men of many nations, the ores were transformed, 
cursed and enraged when Bhall fell. The holy city of Braduk had the goddess pass through as 
she fell from the Heavens, taking many of those who loved goodness and trapping them in 
Hell. Half the city was rendered a flaming pit, but those people who remained, in touch with 
the fiery spirit of Bhall, were twisted into the ores. Mulcarn, Bhalls former nemesis, took this 
chance to claim dominion over Erebus, and the ores, along with the rest of the world, were 
ushered into the Age of Ice. 

They survived, huddled around the fires of Braduk the Burning, and developed bar¬ 
barous rituals and a savage warrior culture, raiding struggling human settlements. The holy 
scepter of the High Priest of Bhall was affixed with a brutal axe head by the ore warlord 
Orthus, and many nascent tribes fell to its power. One people stood up to the ores, though. 
Those who had been taken to Hell with Bhall were freed by Sabathiel, the archangel of Ju- 
nil late in the Age of Ice, as Mulcarn’s contest with Kylorin drew near. These battle-hardened 
warriors were a true test for the savage ores, but the ores were too numerous for the Bannor 
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to defeat, living in the relative luxury amidst the fires of Braduk. Jonas was a fierce warlord 
of great renown among the ores, who resented being subordinate to the matriarchal priest¬ 
hood of Bhall. He staged a coup against the high priestess, but Bhall took notice of her peo¬ 
ple again, and humbled Jonas, making him her priest. Captured as a babe, the ore Sheelba 
was raised among the Bannor as a human girl but was spurned and taken in by the ore clans, 
united under Jonas’s Ember banner. Her insights into civilization have to potential to al¬ 
low these clans to rise above the petty barbarous ore tribes led by the likes of Orthus, even as 
their sheer strength and Jonas’s cunning allows them to tear down the human civilizations. 

Jonas Endain 

The population of Braduk the Burning had swelled to ten times normal. Ores were here that 
Pugg hadn’t seen in the last year. They gathered around the Sacred Flame, more for shelter 
from the raging blizzard than as worship. Pugg squeezed in between two burly ores in front 
of him, who grunted but let the goblin pass. Finally he was warm enough, and could hear the 
priestess as well. 

“Oh great Bhall, Goddess of Fire, shield us and guide us! Listen to your daughters! 
Give strength to our spear-arms, and let our enemies feel the searing heat of our hate!” The 
ores and goblins hushed their rowdy conversations, leaning closer to participate in the ritual. 
“Let your fire follow in our wake!” they intoned, rattling their spears. 

The priestess continued her petition, with the ores repeating their part as prompted, 
awaiting the climax of the ritual. Soon it came, as the priestess called out, “Bring forth the 
sacrifice!” The crowd around the fire parted, allowing the priestess’s servants entrance. Grown 
male ores, they were nearly naked despite the unending winter and painted from head to toe 
in mystic symbols. Between the three pairs they carried the sacrifice: three human soldiers. 
Striped of any valuables, their tattered rags still showed bits and pieces of the Bannor em¬ 
blem. Despite the constant conflict, it was rare for their hated foes to be taken alive. 

Pugg jeered and yelled along with the rest, tossing a clod of dirt at one human. His 
aim was off, and he hit one of the Bhall-orcs instead, who looked down at him as he passed 
and hissed at him, showing off his tongueless mouth. Pugg recoiled. 

“Here, Oh Goddess, taste our devotion!” One by one the human captives were thrown 
into the large fire-pit, started by the sacred flame itself. They writhed as they cooked, shout¬ 
ing muffled screams until their gags burned away. Then their screams drowned out even the 
ores’raucous cheering. “Oh great goddess, show us your wishes!” shouted the priestess, bow¬ 
ing low before the flames. The assembled crowd did likewise. 

As had happened at the previous sacrifice, and the one before that, they waited and 
watched. Finally, the priestess stood and turned to the assembly. “Bhall has given us a sign, 
in gratitude for our sacrifice of the hated humans. She blesses our plans, and gives consent to 
the will of her priestesses.” 

“That’s not what I see, hag.” Ores gasped to hear such a word used here, at the sa¬ 
cred circle. A heavily armored and battle-scarred ore approached the priestess while the rest 
bowed. Or most of the rest, as here and there in the crowd, and especially around the Bhall- 
orcs, a few hearty ores stood with spear in hand. They wore deerskin cloaks matching the 
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speakers. “I see the old Crone giving no signs. I see a people full of courage and fury being 
led by an old woman, who sacrifices the spoils of others.” 

“Jonas of Three-Spear tribe,” hissed the old woman. There was no need to shout now. 
The crowd, hundreds strong, uttered not a word. “How dare you blaspheme at this—” 

“At this what? Sacred Fire? Braduk is not the sign of Bhall’s power, it is her pyre. And 
you, witch woman, can join her in her death.” A quick shove and the ancient ore was in the 
fire-pit by the remains of the war captives. She died quickly and silently. At the same time, 
Jonas’s allies quickly dispatched the Bhall-orcs. “You see? It was not blessings that gave the 
women authority over the warriors, but lies!” As he was speaking, a tremendous thunder¬ 
clap was heard from far to the north, and the blizzard ended suddenly. “See? Bhall resented 
having her voice only spoken by weak women.” He grabbed the arm of a small girl huddled 
wide-eyed by the fire. “The priestess’s apprentice. Being trained to dominate the strong ores 
with women’s lies. What do you say?” 

Caught up in the revolution, the crowd chanted “Give her to Bhall!” And Jonas did. 
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Into the flame went the girl with a scream. Unlike the human soldiers, her scream did not 
quiet as her flesh was consumed, but intensified, shrieking ever louder. Her thrashing slowed 
as her body burned, and her voice grew deeper. Finally, her eyes, rolled back in pain, turned to 
face Jonas even as the flames licked them. 

“Jonas Endain!” She roared. The feared warrior went pale and sank to his knees. “My 
daughters have made their sacrifices... but what of you?” 

“My... my Goddess...” 

“Take me from the flames, Jonas.” 

The ore chieftain stepped into the fire with teeth clenched, and took the girl’s head in 
his hands. Her body, nearly ashes, fell away. His cloak caught on fire, and his skin began to 
darken and blister, but he walked back out slowly, holding the head with both hands. “I have 
been... inattentive to my people in the mortal realm, Jonas. But this does not excuse your 
blasphemy.” 

“Take my life, Bhall,” whispered Jonas. 

“I shall,” spoke the head. The flames continued, but the head was not consumed. “But 
not to bring to me. You shall be my instrument, Jonas. My first Priest. You will lead my peo¬ 
ple as you intended, but your glory shall fall to me alone. Lest you forget that your life is my 
tool, this head, and this girl’s scream, will follow you to your death. Now prepare, my peo¬ 
ple. My foe is gone, and winter is over. It is time for the new age to begin. And to begin in 
flames.” 

Five thousand ores raised their spears and roared. 



Sheelba 

The battle was fierce, but the Bannor men proved true. Turin was called up from the reserves, 
and he gathered his relics and poultices assuming he was needed to tend the wounded. Alas, 
the body they presented to him was beyond his or his god’s help. 

“Turin....” Aethil begin, “we found it in the fire-pit. I’m sorry, my friend.’’The guards¬ 
man held out his hand, displaying the tiny bracelet with the Acolyte’s family crest. Turin 
grabbed it and pushed past him, kneeling before the fire-pit. The blood of ores and men, 
mingled with the melting snow soaked though his pants as he cradled the tiny skull he found 
there in his hands. 

“My Jessua...”he murmured. The hope had been small, but it had been, and now it 
died at the sight of his daughter’s ashes. 

“At least these ores will take no more sacrifices,” Aethil said, wiping his saber and sur¬ 
veying the wasted camp. “Though we’re likely to find another camp here as soon as we turn 
our back.” 

“Lieutenant!” A warrior approached them, a bundle in his arms. “This one’s still alive.” 

Aethil grabbed the ore child by the leg, holding it up to examine as the wrappings fell 
to the trampled earth. “A girl. Damned ugly, but definitely a girl. Turin, take it. Kill it, you’ll 
feel better.” 

Turin took the child from his friend, cradling it in his arms as he had his own. “This 
girl did not kill my own. No justice is served by her death.” 
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“It is a corruption, a blight. You’ll be saving someone else’s child from the ravages of 
the beasts she’ll spawn.” 

“Aethil, she’s a baby!” 

“Fine, leave it here to die by the wind and the wolves. Or were you planning on raising 
it yourself?” 

The priest had already wrapped the child his own fur cloak. “I shall, then Aethil. And 
we’ll see how she takes to civilization. If law and goodness can be taught, maybe our relent¬ 
less war could end.” 


“Confessor Turin! Come in, come in. I was so sorry to hear about your wife.” 

Turin ran a hand through his hair and sighed. “Yes. We had dreamed of living to see 
the end of winter together... I guess she gets to see green pastures... before I do.” Turin let 
the adept lead him to a chair by the fireplace, and they sat for a moment in silence. “How go 
your studies, Pharsalus?” 
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“Good news at last. Official sanction from Torrolerial and Sabathiel himself, so they 
say We may continue our studies on the mana we have uncovered as long as it aids the war 
and contributes to the land’s law and peace.” 

“Well, then, I have a favor to ask you. My.... The ore child—” 

“Yes, how is she?” 

“I fear I was overly optimistic. She has grown demanding and selfish, barely able to 
toddle around, just learning our speech, and it’s ‘no’this and ‘no’that. It seems her chaotic 
nature asserts herself. With the passing of my wife, it is becoming so difficult to raise her, be¬ 
tween that and my duties. But I’d hate to have to send her out.” 

“Jessua... she died at what age?” 

“She’d been just weaned when they took her. What are you implying?” 

“Simply that perhaps you don’t have the experience to judge this ore child. Many chil¬ 
dren are—” 

“No. My sweet Jessua would not do the things this child does!” 

“Very well, my friend, what is the favor?” 

“I heard rumors of a spell you have uncovered. One that can touch minds and bind 
loyalties. Cast this on my child.” 

Pharsalus sighed. “I should protest that it is extremely experimental, but I know bet¬ 
ter than to try to dissuade you. I could do it here and now, if you had a clump of hair or some 
other part of her.” 

Turin pulled out a small fang and held it up. “She just lost a tooth.” 

The adept took it and walked to the next room, bare of furniture except for shelves of 
reagents and a perfectly round fire pit carved out of the stone floor. He picked a few ingredi¬ 
ents out, added the tooth, and started the fire. In went an item now and then as he intoned 
words, some in the common language, some in a more ancient tongue, ending with, “Qualum 
en noctum et solum nivum Sheelba!” 

Turin watched from the doorway, uncertain that the ritual was over until Pharsalus 
turned to him. “It is done. The spell will be strengthened whenever you repeat that last word 
in her presence.” 

“Sheelba.” 

“Yes. It is from her native tongue. Forsaken. ‘Whether in night or day, never to be for¬ 
saken.’” 

“Thank you my friend. I shudder to think what would become of me if I raised a wild 
ore in the heart of the Tor Elyr.” 

Wild celebration was occurring throughout the civilized world, and the home of the High 
Priest of Tor Elyr was no exception. “To those that didn’t make it to this day,” Turin toasted 
his friends with the finest wine. The windows had been thrown wide open, letting in not the 
chill winds of winter but the gentle breezes of spring, at last. The city guard Captain chugged 
his down in one swig. 

“More! Might as well finish this vintage Turin, the coming harvest is sure to make a 
much better wine.” 

“Indeed, my friend.” Turin rose to satisfy Aethil’s request. 
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r “Sit, sit. Why do you bother to get up when you have this ore here to do your chores?” 
“It isn’t.. .’’Turin sat. “Sheelba, get some more wine for our friend.” 

“Yes father.” As she left, Turin drained his own glass, adding it to the pile of empties. 
“You let her call you that? ‘Father!’” Aethil spat the word. “You’re not her father. I 
know, I probably killed him myself, 12,13 years ago was it now?” 

“Aethil! Please, this is a happy time,” Pharsalus interrupted, spilling wine down the 
front of his robes. 

“I suppose you dress her up in Kiradia’s clothing? Call her little Sheelba Jessua 
Stonelaw do you? It’s vulgar, I tell you.” 

“It isn’t... she’s not... She’s not my daughter, Aethil, I know that. Keeping her here 
amuses me, alright? Better than out pillaging isn’t it?” Turin averted his gaze from his friend’s 
I eyes when he said it. 

“It is if she ever manages to bring back that wine.” Aethil got up and staggered towards 
that kitchen. “Girl! The men are thirsty here!” Turin and Pharsalus followed him. They found 
the wine sitting on the kitchen counter and the back door wide open. A quick search showed 
the girl missing. 

“Where is she?” Turin asked. 

“I think... I think she heard us talking, Turin,” Pharsalus said. “I think she heard you 
and ran off...” 

“She can’t leave me! She’s all I have!” He turned to the mage. “Pharsalus, I said your 
word every day, so much so she thought it was her name! Where’s your Loyalty spell now?” 

“My what? You mean... way back then? That was ten years ago! I was but an adept 
then, and I told you the spell was still experimental!” 

“So it wore off?” 

“No, it never took effect. I had the reagents wrong. I thought I told you...” 

“Of course it took effect! From that day on she never left my side! She became the 
most true and loyal daughter I’d ever seen.” 

Aethil saw that anguish in his friend’s eyes, and it momentarily overcame his hate for 
the people he had fought against all his life. “Turin, don’t you see? See wasn’t loyal because 
she was ensorcelled! She grew up! She became your daughter once you began treating her 
like she was going to stay with you, rather than always looking for some glimmer of rebellion 
in her.” 

The confessor fell to his knees, grasping his graying hair. “Good gods, what have I 
done?” 

She ran out of the village, tearing away the trappings of civilization. Words escaped her, and 
she let out a roar, rushing through the dense jungle. She was nearly naked by the time he 
grabbed her. 

“Gotcha! Hey, you aren’t human,” the huge ore said. 

“No, no I’m not, am I?” Sheelba shook herself free. “I’m not, and he’s not my father, 
and they mean nothing to me, they can burn they can all burn!” She beat the chest of the ore 
in front of her with each word. Out of breath, she finally collapsed at his feet. He lifted her 
i up. 
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“I am Rantine of the Ember Clans. Who are you?” 

“I am Sheelba.” 

“Come, Sheelba, I will take you home.” 

Rantine 

He would not wait much longer. If the men here caught him, they would kill him. Just for 
who he was, though if they knew what he had done, they would make it slow and painful. He 
didn’t blame them, Rantine was not ready to die by the Bannor-men’s hands, not just yet. But 
he could not leave until he met his queen, or the dreams would continue. 

Dreams! He scoffed at himself. Being led so many leagues through the bitter cold, 



alone, by dreams. He was letting her control him, manipulate him again, and he knew it. But 
there was a line. He was not the ore he had been in his youth, rabid and bloodthirsty, eager 
for the excuse to rend flesh. Even an ore can tire of bathing in the blood of children, or at 
least this ore did. He had told her that many times as he traveled here, the last few months. 
There was a line he would not cross again, not even for her. Bhall did not answer him, except 
to continue the dreams. 

He became aware of sound, coming closer. Someone was running through the under¬ 
brush. Noisy, and right towards him. He sighed, and poised himself to strike. Not to kill. He 
knew how to take down a lone man without killing him, and the fool should expect worse 
from the rest of the jungle. 

It was not a human, rushing out of the Bannor village. It was an ore; a half naked ore 
girl. It was his queen, he knew at once, as the dread he had been feeling for so long vanished. 

Braduk the Burning was as easy to find as ever, no matter how long he had been away. The 
unnatural fire showed the way, day or night. And now, for some reason, no blizzards obscured 
his sight. His journey had been fraught with the perils of winter, perils he had known all his 
life. The short trip from the outlying Bannor holdings to the sacred city of the ores bore him 
no such hardships. The air was warm. No rain fell, let alone snow. He actually felt warm, even 
without his furs, which Sheelba now wrapped around herself. 

“The men were celebrating the end of winter,” she told him. Rantine nodded. Conver¬ 
sation was foreign to him, and this girl had no end of words. She made liberal use of them as 
they neared the city, telling bits and pieces of her life. But she was stunned into silence when 
they entered Braduk. Hundreds of ores were arrayed before the flames, preparing for war. 
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f Sharpening spears, applying war paint, carving shields, harnessing wargs—everywhere was 
a flurry of activity Rantine noticed the ores arrayed around the banners of their clans. The 
Reindeer, the Forked Spear, the Bear... even two companies of lizard men. But above them 
all flew the banner of Embers. And that meant one thing to Rantine. 

“Jonas.” 

“What?” Sheelba clutched tightly to his arm as they began to be noticed. 

“Jonas Endain will be here. When I left, he vowed to kill me.” 

“Why?” 

“I was once a hero among our people. But I tried to stop the war, to lead a clan of ores 
into treaties with men and against the savagery of Orthus.” 

Sheelba stared at him, confused. 

“The men never intended to make peace. The elders were slaughtered. I was... thanked 
and released.” 

Rantine looked away, unable to meet Sheelba’s gaze, but before she could question him 
further, an enormous ore entered the village followed by a lizardman scouting party. An ore 
with a girl’s head attached to the shaft of a thick mace. 

“You.” 

“Hello Jonas. What’s happening?” 

“I have united the Clans, Rantine. We are marching on the humans. Going to revenge 
your folly. Bhall has chosen me to lead. Stay out of my way.” The ores’Priest-King pushed 
past Rantine. 

“Wait—you can’t do that!”Jonas turned to give Sheelba a contemptuous glare. “Every 
time you attack the Bannor, you die! I’ve seen it from their side. They win because they have 
bronze, they have iron, they have magics, and they have training! Throwing away ore lives in 
mindless raids will get you... will get us nothing! We need civilization to defeat men on their 
terms!” 

“Who is she?”Jonas asked. 

“She is your queen. And I... I will be your protector, Jonas, if you heed her. Otherwise, 
our people are doomed. I have seen it.” 

Rantine expected to die. Any other Clan might have listened. The Jonas he knew 
would not take such provocation. 

Jonas seethed. He gripped the mace tighter. Then, “Come, the two of you. We will 
speak of this alone.” 

Convert City 

The wild ones rule not by reason and persuasion as we do, nor by deference to tradition, nor 
even submission to the will of the god-king. They follow their leaders for one reason. They 
know that their leaders can trounce them in combat. This costs them all the benefits of the 
wisdom of age and robs their cities of any stability or continuity. But one’s place in the world 
is always clear. 

—Excerpt from Lilar Jaswin’s Interactions Among the Lesser Races 
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Ogre 

Horsemen can cover ground very swiftly, taking the fight to enemies across the realm. Few 
ores have the patience or aptitude for animal training however, and the Clan of Embers fields 
no mounted regiments past the early wolf riders and goblin chariots. The ogres, huge brutes 
with giant strides, fill the heavy cavalry niche quite effectively, slamming into enemy forma¬ 
tions with more mass, if less speed. 

Warrens 

When we finally conquered their city, we were not prepared to face what was hidden in these 
strange, ruined buildings. I was chosen to be part of an exploration team sent inside what we 
thought to be a shabby warehouse, but once inside the stench of rotting flesh almost stunned 
me. In the dim light of our lantern we saw thousand of little shiny eyes, belonging to count¬ 
less baby ores fighting one another or feasting on rats and other vermin. Here and there my 
eyes caught the shapes of pregnant ore females, their swelled wombs forcing them to sit help¬ 
lessly in the dirt. We all knew war too well and knew what had to be done, but in my heart 
I felt like the monsters I sworn to fight, as killing children was horrible for me, regardless of 
their race. Our commander ordered to set fire to these warrens, and I think I will never forget 
their screams... that day I paid with my own humanity the price of joining the crusade... 

—-Jarn, Bannor soldier 


Bcirlxtridn 

Barbarians are generally ores and their kin, the goblins and the ogres. These creatures were all 
once civilized and friends of the elves, but were twisted in body and spirit when their god¬ 
dess Bhall fell from grace and crashed through Erebus. The lizardmen are frequent allies of 
the ores, but their existence predates the warping of the ores at the close of the Age of Magic. 
Barbarians rarely use tactics and focus on waves of foes assaulting civilized nations, though 
occasionally Heroes will arise from their ranks. Heroes such as the Warlord King Orthus, the 
Ancient Acheron, or the mysterious Sailor’s Dirge, which prowls the waves. 


Acheron the Red Dragon 


It flittered about impatiently as the ages passed, in this place without time. In this almost 
nothingness where myths go when dead but not forgotten. And Erebus would not soon for¬ 
get Acheron, the flame lord, the beast of destruction, the Red Dragon. The earth had trem¬ 
bled when he walked. Centuries old fir trees had been uprooted when he took flight. When 
he and his adversaries clashed, it was a sight like no other before or since. 

But at the Compact, the power that sustained him was withdrawn. He was as fearsome 
as ever but his wounds did not heal so fast. When he brought forth his fire, now he got a 
taste of the pain he inflicted. And one fateful battle, he was not quite fast enough, and he fell, 
never to rise again. 

He could not rest here as most of the others did, content in the majesty of myth. It was 
not his nature. His nature was that of fire. Fire, the ravenous devourer. Fire, the nimble dancer 

48 


s 

r 




brought aloft on the winds. And fire, patient when defeated, but ever eager to spring to life 
again with the faintest fuel. And at last he detected it. The essence of his mistress Bhall. Not 
the goddess herself, but some people close to her—and Acheron’s—fiery nature. They repro¬ 
duced quickly, grew fast, fought with a roar, and died with rage. Chaotic, but strictly follow¬ 
ing the laws that governed them. Violent, but leaving a void that encouraged new growth. 
Nimble, but leaving a lasting mark. 

They didn’t know they called to him, that they gave him strength, but they did. Their 
rage opened a portal that he alone could take and returned substance to his long decayed 
flesh and bones. 

Three-Tooth dumped his bag on the ground in Ahepetr. Three human skulls, an iron knife, 



and a handful of shiny trinkets tumbled out. Half-Nose reached for a diamond ring, and 
Three-Tooth jumped him. The two ores tumbled around the ground as the nearby goblins 
cheered them on, sneaking Three-Tooth’s spoils when they could. 

They were interrupted by an earth-shaking roar. All turned to face him. Resplendent in 
primal glory, Acheron stood. His leathery skin had the luster of rubies, all the more so when 
his breath illuminated the dusk with a billowing cloud of fire. Every tooth, fang, and claw 
shone, sharp and perfect, as if he had not fought countless battles. His leathery wings em¬ 
braced the humble village. His face wore a fearsome snarl... or possibly, though it seemed so 
out of place on this beast, a smile. 

As one the ores and goblins gathered their war spoils and carried them before the 
mighty dragon, laying them at his feet. In time, the pile would grow to a mountain as the leg¬ 
end was reborn. 

Orthus 
S ee Capria 

Sailor's Dirge 

The old captain reluctantly rose from his seat at the cabin, where he had been perusing his 
collection of maps. They had arrived, one of the crew had told him in a rather shaken voice. 
He was not at all comfortable with the situation, but he knew that he must not show it, or 
even think of it. They could sense that kind of thing, he had heard, and while not supersti¬ 
tious, he nevertheless was a careful man, the evidence of which being the fact that he had 
managed to become so old despite his dangerous profession. 
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As he came up on deck, he noticed that the afternoon sun had given way to foggy twi¬ 
light. He must have been in the cabin for longer than he thought, though a small voice in 
the back of his mind told him that it was because of their presence. He resolved to ignore the 
voice, but he feared it was going to become more insistent soon. He’d better get these nego¬ 
tiations over with quickly, hopefully he would receive the reward without trouble, and be able 
to head home to Selena as soon as possible. The small voice laughed at this thought, but it 
was a bitter and humorless laughter tinged with desperation. 

He saw their ship anchored next to his, he saw the plank that had provided a make¬ 
shift bridge, and finally his eyes fell upon the dark silhouette standing on the deck before 
him, with a few smaller ones scattered behind. 

“Good evening, captain. It is truly a nice ship you’ve got here.” 



The voice was warm and friendly in a slightly disturbing sort of way, a little bit like the 
warm and friendly voice of a predator luring its prey, the small voice commented. The figure 
made a gesture with what the captain fervently hoped was its arm, apparently meant simply 
to indicate the ship, but somehow managing to appear much more ominous. By the over- 
lords, this was unsettling! Then, a bit too late to be proper etiquette, he realized that he was 
expected to say something. 

“Y-yes, thank you. Reputedly the best ship in the fleet, we are. 

“Of course you are. We chose you for the mission. Because your ship was chosen by Us, 
it follows logically that it is the best. We do not make mistakes. Thus it is and thus it always 
will be. Tell us of your mission.” 

The captain was momentarily baffled at the way the tone of voice so quickly changed 
from alluring to commanding, but he could do nothing but obey. In a voice more stutter¬ 
ing in actuality than the captain believed it to be, he recounted the story of the past week. Of 
how they had sailed with the rest of the fleet to lead the final attack. Of how the fleet had 
sailed through hidden canals and shallow rivers to take the city by surprise. Of how the cap¬ 
tain and his crew had, the night before the fleet reached the city, stealthily left the fleet to sail 
ahead and warn the city of the attack, betraying the positions of the other ships. Of how sol¬ 
diers from the city had rushed to the ships’ position under cover of darkness, destroying them 
and massacring their unprepared crews with ease. 

As the tale progressed, the captain felt increasingly uncomfortable, and it must have 
been evident on his face, because the dark figure replied: 

“Do not trouble yourself with meaningless guilt, captain. When We first approached 
you, We offered you a choice between death and life. You chose life. Life at the expense of 
many deaths, deaths of friends and allies perhaps, but life nonetheless. It was the rational 
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choice. It is the choice We would have made. Given the circumstances, yes, it was the right 
choice. You couldn’t have known, after all. 

The captain at first felt comforted by this, but then he suddenly heard the last sentence 
again in his mind, and a great feeling of horror overcame him. 

“No... no... please... no...”he moaned. 

“You did not know that the choice We offered to you was not in fact a choice between 
life and death, but rather a choice between loyalty and betrayal. What We knew and you did 
not was that death would follow in either case. As We previously said, We do not make mis¬ 
takes. Letting you live would be a mistake.” 

“No... NO! You promised... you promised... what have I done.. .?”The captain was 
sobbing now. 



“An amusing comment. A betrayer should know better than to hold others to their 
word, We find.” 

The dark figure took a staff that had been hanging on its back, and proceeded to ram 
it straight downwards into the ship, ignoring the sobbing captain. A flash of darkish purple 
light shone, and when the captain looked up again through his tear-filled eyes, They had van¬ 
ished, along with their ship, leaving an enormous hole straight through the vessel, which was 
quickly starting to take in water. As the rest of the crew rushed about on the ship, panicking 
and making feeble attempts at saving themselves, the captain merely sat on his knees in front 
of the crack, thinking of the lives he had destroyed, thinking of Selena, thinking of his folly, 
all the while longing for the waves that would end his suffering. 

As They knew then, and he did not, the suffering of him and his crew was not, in fact, 
about to end. It was about to begin. 

TumTum 

Many orcish charges have been lead by the mighty TumTum. Opposing armies, facing chants 
of “TumTum, TumTum, TumTum!” only to have a huge ogre on the back of a wild boar come 
bursting through the ranks at them are more likely to start laughing than be afraid. But once 
battle is joined TumTum is a powerful weapon for the barbarians of Erebus, and will topple 
unprepared empires. 
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Fire Magic 

Fire Elemental 

Feed me... 

“You heard it, feed it.” 

“What do you want me to feed it, it’s made of FIRE.” 

“I don’t know, grab some wood.” 

Feed me. 

“It sounds hungry. Hungry and impatient.” 

“Wood’s not enough... maybe we need something more, something bigger.” 



“This was a bad idea.” 

“You’re the one who wanted to know what fire thought.” 

Feed me. 

“Yeah, it thinks ‘hungry.’ I know that now. We should get rid of it.” 
“We need something to feed it with then.” 

FEED ME!... 

“Is that orc-encampment still over on the other side of the ridge?” 
“Maybe it likes ore-housing?” 

“Maybe it likes ORC.” 

—Flin Hornsby and Glen Metrol, Ore-bane and Ugly-Killer. 


Some say the world will end in fire, 
Some say in ice. 

From what I’ve tasted of desire 
I hold with those who favor fire. 
But if it had to perish twice, 

I think I know enough of hate 
To say that for destruction ice 
Is also great 
And would suffice... 
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Fireball 

One of the first magical practices to be rediscovered during the Age of Ice was the transfor¬ 
mation of raw mana into elemental fire. This naturally proved to have plenty of utilitarian 
applications, but as the Final Battle became imminent this type magic was refined for use in 
combat; focused to create a single, controlled ball of magical fire, and directed by force of will 
to scorch ones enemies. 

From the edges of the witchwood they could see the Hippus city across the plains. The 
thought of living that exposed was abhorrent to the Ljosalfar but they didn’t doubt the 
strength of their walls. And although the Hippus archers, by elven standards, lacked any real 
skill they knew that the advantage of their towers and battlements more than made up for 
the Ljosalfar’s greater accuracy. 

“Perhaps we should enlist the Khazad, their machines would make rubble of their de¬ 
fenses.” 

“And then what? When the fast moving Hippus respond, do you mean to draw the 
dwarven trebuchet through the witchwood? Would you cut paths for them to travel through, 
make a stand in the exposed plains, or leave our dwarven allies to suffer the retributive strike 
alone?” 

Manen didn’t answer the question, his father had been killed by a Hippus raider and 
he didn’t mean to give up the attack. 

“Do not worry, Manen, we didn’t come this far to turn back, or wait concealed at the 
forest’s edge in hope the Hippus would choose to invade here. Many say the Ljosalfar are un¬ 
able to wage war outside our forests, that we are as likely to take a city as the Khazad of writ¬ 
ing a poem. But there is no need for siege weapons when you can do this.” 

At that the archmage raised his staff, and the sky, even on this summer day, seemed to 
darken. A shadow passed over the witchwood and a roar. Looking up they saw two balls of 
fire, falling from heaven toward the city, leaving smoky trails behind them. The balls exploded 
into the city walls, battlements collapsed, fires consumed buildings and men. The Ljosalfar 
rushed onto the plain and their cheers were met by the anguished cries of the horsemen. 
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Luchuirp 

Dwarves do not always live in caves. The Empire of Kradh-Ke-zun, the Open-Skiers, suf¬ 
fered terrible losses during the Age of Ice precisely because they, as opposed to their cousins 
the Khazad, had adapted to a life on the surface and forgotten the secrets of making their 
lives in the subterranean world. Fantastic craftsmen, cunning artificers, and proficient en¬ 
chanters, the Kradh-Ke-zun were creators of some of the greatest artifacts of the Age of 
Magic, not least of which were the Golems: Golems for war, Golems for transport, Golems 
for farming, for mining and for industry. Life, for the Open-Skiers with their endless supply 
of infallibly obedient servants, was good, and the people thrived. 

The new reality of the Age of Ice was harsh on the Open-Skiers. When the glaciers 
rolled forth, strangling life, isolating populations, and crushing cities beneath tons of grinding 
blue ice, the Luchuirp watched helplessly as the cunning devices they had entrusted so much 
of their survival to succumbed to the long winter. 

Three-foot-tall city dwellers are not adapted to the rigorous, marginal, nomadic ex¬ 
istence of Ice Age hunters, and few survived for long. Of the once mighty Empire of great 
cities, thriving farmlands and millions of contented citizens, only one particularly hardy clan 
survived: the Luchuirp. Though weakened by the dominance of Mulcarn, Kilmorph still 
managed to hold a warding hand over this little tribe of surface-dwelling dwarves. She came 
to the leader, the now-legendary Graoin the Delver, and taught him the things his people 
had forgotten: how to dig, how to build homes under the mountain. Combining this with 
what little of their incredible artistry and Golem mastery they could still make use of, they 
fashioned themselves a society of sorts in the caves beneath the Ice, and they waited, knowing 
that one day, the clan of Luchuirp, heirs of the Open-Skiers, would once again walk under 
the sun. 

Beeri Bawl is a true heir to Graoin the Delver, not only in blood, but in spirit. He is a 
survivalist by nature, organized and effective, but he has never forgotten his roots and his an¬ 
cestry. His highest goal is to reclaim a spot on the surface, but that does not mean he intends 
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' to make the mistake of his forefathers and neglect the lower reaches of the world. His ap¬ 
proach is a symbiosis of the refined craftsmanship of the old Empire and the hardy jury-rig¬ 
ging the Luchuirp taught themselves during the Age of Ice. 

Beeri Bawl 

“Come now, people, come behold, the midget as he digs for gold!” 

The shout made Beeri stir from his uncomfortable sleep on the cage floor. He grudg¬ 
ingly started to get to his feet. The first few days of his imprisonment he had attempted to 
resist when the show was announced; stubbornly maintaining his lying position, but he had 
quickly found out that it only made things worse. 

He blinked against the brilliant light of the many torches lining the throne room of 
Perpentach, that thrice-damned carnival clown who’d taken him captive just a few weeks ago. 
A raiding party of merrymen had assaulted the outlying border town he had been visiting, 
confounding everyone with their strange dance-like fighting, and subsequently hauling Beeri 
off like a sack of potatoes, singing and laughing as they went. 

Laughter had become his worst adversary these past few days. He sometimes wished 
that Perpentach had just ordered him killed, or even hauled him down to some dark dungeon 
for torture. The harlequin seemed determined to break his spirit, and had skillfully assessed 
the most effective way of doing this. Or perhaps he was merely bored, Beeri could not really 
understand Perpentach. But his reasons were not important, as Beeri was completely certain 
of the one thing that mattered—he wanted to kill the man, to wipe that grotesque smile off 
his face once and for all. 

The show was about to begin. “Kilmorph, give me strength,” he muttered under his 
breath, as Perpentach went on with his announcement: 

“A brilliant light in darkness shines, a piece of gold in muddy mines!” 

Perpentach had risen from his throne and addressed the many noblemen assembled 
before him, all garbed in clothes of the most bizarre shapes and colors, and most wearing 
masques to hide their faces. Beeri suspected that their real faces underneath might not wear 
quite as happy expressions as the masques—like him, they were just playing along to avoid 
their rulers wrath. 

At the far end of Beeri s cage there was a circular hole in the floor, filled up with mud. 
Perpentach’s preferred way of torturing him involved his diving head-first into the hole to re¬ 
cover a small gold-piece that had been placed there, usually near the bottom. 

Beeri quickly walked towards the puddle, he wanted to get this over with as fast as 
possible. He kneeled down and plunged his arms and head into the mud, trying to shut the 
laughter and applause of the gathered noblemen out of his mind. Luckily he quickly got a 
hold of the familiar round shape of the coin. As his hand closed around it he suddenly hesi¬ 
tated. Something was moving in the mud, slithering shapes. A hiss penetrated his left ear, 
and with a roar he threw himself backwards—still clutching the coin—seconds before the 
viper would have let its fangs sink into his neck. The snake hissed and slithered back into the 
hole. 

“Danger in the mines it seems, a terror from the darkest dreams.” 
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Beeri s heart was pounding. Perpentach had been creative with him before, but usually 
not in such a potentially fatal fashion. Perhaps it meant that he was getting bored of his new 
toy, and sought to dispose of him. He shrugged as he realized that the thought seemed wel¬ 
come. The only thing that kept him from throwing himself back into the hole with the snake 
was the thought of the laughing bastard just outside the bars, and of all the creative things he 
could do to him given the chance. 

The show was not over yet, however: 

“The midget keeps his gold you see, if this foul beast will let him be...” 

Beeri whirled around as a section of wall in his cave slid away, opening a passageway 
he hadn’t known existed. His eyes widened as he beheld the enormous hill giant that stood 
there, grunting furiously, and holding a club thrice the height and twice the width of Beeri’s 
own body. He was most certainly meant to die now. 

Still, something deep within Beeri was not prepared to merely give in and die. He did 
not think of his friends and family back in the mountains, nor of his people who would most 
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^^^certainly be lost without him as he drew strength. All he could think of was that Perpentach 
meant for him to die, would draw pleasure from his death—and so it should not happen. 

He ignored the lumbering giant and instead dug a strong hand into the hole, grasp¬ 
ing the writhing body of the viper. He then proceeded to fling the snake towards the giant 
with all his might. It landed by his left leg, and sensing a threat it immediately dug its teeth 
into the giant’s feet. It roared with pain and fury and cracked the viper’s skull with its club, 
but within moments it started to go into convulsions, and soon it fell flat on its back, greenish 
foam dripping from its mouth. Perpentach had obviously chosen a viper with a very potent 
venom. Ironic that it should be his savior. 

The crowd in the throne room applauded again, but Beeri was merely waiting for Per¬ 
pentach to initiate the next death-trap. What followed surprised him, however: 

“The midget won the greatest prize, he proved to be both brave and wise. 

The game is won, the midget’s foes shall all applaud him as he goes.” 

Perpentach gracefully walked to the door of his cage, unlocked it and opened it wide, a 
mysterious smile on his lips. Beeri couldn’t believe his eyes. Was this another trap? He heard 
some of the noblemen muttering angrily, he thought he heard the phrases “.. .wasting a valu¬ 
able hostage” and “One of his usual fancies...” 

Slowly Beeri started to walk. For a moment he considered assaulting Perpentach as he 
went out the door, grabbing his throat in an attempt to strangle him before his guards could 
rush to his aid. As the adrenaline rush of the battle faded, however, he started to think more 
clearly and realized that it would be suicide. If Perpentach was really serious about letting 
him go he could return in force later, and the thought of a mighty clockwork golem mashing 
the harlequin underfoot was enough to speed him on his way. 

He started to run across the floor of the throne room, looking backwards on occasion, 
but no one made any attempt at stopping him, and Perpentach just stood by the open prison 
door and smiled. 

Well out of Perpentach’s palace, Beeri shook his head at the insanity of the place, and 
started to make his way home. 

Garrim Gyr 

Garrim looked at the crystal that lay on the table before him. It had been brought in by the 
miners yesterday; at first mistaking it for silver, they had lost two of their number to its pow¬ 
er. It had yet to be explained why. According to the disturbing tales of the other miners, the 
workers had simply died when they touched the substance, without it inflicting any visible 
wound on them. They’d merely fallen to the ground without a sound, their lifeforce disap¬ 
pearing completely. Finally, the miners realized the source of the threat, and one of them, un¬ 
usually courageous, attempted to pick up the crystal with a piece of cloth, and so it was that 
they had brought it to him. 

He was about invoke a basic spell of scrying when his apprentice, Haeris, walked into 
his study. 

“What have I told you about knocking?!” Garrim yelled, with a fury more motivated by 
his tension than by actual irritation. Haeris seemed quite startled at his master’s unusual dis- 
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play of temper. 

“Sorry master, but you’d just sent for me, I thought...” he trailed off. 

“Hmpf... well, now that you’ve come, you might as well stay. Who knows, you might 
even learn something from this. But please be quiet!” 

Haeris walked closer to the table in silence, but he appeared a bit sullen. 

Garrim ignored him, and returned his attention to the crystal. It was quite beauti¬ 
ful, and he fully understood why the unlucky miners had felt compelled to pick it up. Lights 
sparkled within its surface, red, purple and blue. Perhaps it would have been wiser to dispose 
of it, to take it to one of the deep mineshafts that were scheduled for closing soon, but Gar¬ 
rim had always been very curious about magical artifacts, whether they were benevolent or 
harmful. 

He raised his left hand, and started to invoke the spell of scrying. Surprisingly, there 
was no reaction whatsoever from the substance, he might as well have used the spell on a 
common rock. Puzzled, he looked closely at the crystal. It still sparkled with light... but it 
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r seemed the colors had grown darker while the light grew more intense... a truly unusual phe¬ 
nomenon to behold. As he watched, a dark mist suddenly started to emanate from the crys¬ 
tal, making a hissing sound somewhat akin to that of sulfuric acid liquefying metal. The mist 
started to approach Garrim, and soon it had surrounded him completely. The hissing sound 
became louder, and he realized it was actually a chorus of whispers: “You... binder of spells... 
we need you... you need us... power... power beyond imagination... follow us... follow us... 
touch the relic... and you shall be free at last. 

Garrim felt himself drawn towards the crystal, and he was about to reach out and 
touch it when he suddenly pulled himself back through a sheer effort of will. His ears away 
from the whispers and his head clear once more, he suddenly realized what he was dealing 
with here. “Mammon...” he muttered under his breath. He leapt backwards as the mist ap¬ 
proached again, made a complicated hand-gesture and invoked the most powerful defensive 
spell he could remember. A pillar of brilliant light appeared before him, and the mist moved 
backwards, the whispers now more furious than compelling. Garrim drew a breath of relief. 
That had been close. 

Relief quickly gave way to terror, as Garrim suddenly saw Haeris on the other side 
of the barrier, and the mist that was rapidly closing in on him. It enveloped Haeris in much 
the same way as it had enveloped him moments earlier, but Haeris proved less resilient. He 
leaned forward and touched the crystal while Garrim watched, stunned by the sheer horror 
of the events taking place behind the wall of light. 

Haeris let out a scream of anguish, as a shaft of light from the crystal struck him in 
the chest. It lingered on as a pulsating beam seemed to be sucking the life away from him. 
Haeris s face became increasingly distorted, his flesh was slowly drained of all color, and his 
eyes gained a bluish hue. But suddenly the shaft of dark red light subsided, and the mist dis¬ 
persed with it. Garrim regained his senses, quickly dispelled the wall of light, and rushed to 
the side of his apprentice, who stood with a blank stare in his eyes. 

“Are you all right? Haeris, speak to me!” 

At first he merely stared blankly at the crystal in front of him. Then he eyed Garrim, 
and his pale face was distorted by a sudden sneer. 

“I am perfectly fine, master... I can see clearly now...” Garrim was shocked to hear 
the contempt in the voice of his previously amiable apprentice. What came next would prove 
even more horrifying, however. 

The battle had been rough. Garrim doubled over and coughed up blood, but managed to 
stay on his feet. Before him lay the burnt and disfigured corpse of his apprentice and friend, 
burned—and this was what hurt the most—by Garrim’s own spells. Yet he had had no 
choice. The crystal still laid on the table, its surface now deceptively calm. The idea of throw¬ 
ing it into a deep mineshaft seemed much more compelling now. That thing had never been 
meant for daylight. 









Barnaxus 

Barnaxus was beautiful, perfect. The pinnacle of years of work, of finding the right words to 
power him, of selecting just the right pieces, of lovingly sculpting every little detail of his 
joints and his features. Barnaxus was more nimble, more exact, more careful and more ef¬ 
fective in everything he did than any of the other golems that were built in the empire of 
Khrad’Ke-zun. For many hundred years, this giant did as he was told, when he was told, and 
always did it better than anyone else, dwarven or golem. Barnaxus’s works were the pride of 
the Empire, and, when the ice sheets smothered the world, the name and reputation of Bar¬ 
naxus passed into legend. 

Perhaps it was this legendary status that meant that when, years after the Ice had 



pulled back and the Luchuirp embarked on their mission of rebuilding the Empire, a tall, 
weather-worn golem appeared at the gates of the capital, he was instantly recognized as the 
long-lost Barnaxus. For, surely, only a golem of such perfection and brilliance as Barnaxus 
could have survived so long without maintenance and protection? 

It quickly became clear that Barnaxus was unlike any other golem. Barnaxus did not 
“take orders.” He cooperated, he discussed, and he made suggestions. Barnaxus was a think¬ 
ing golem, a learning golem. No one could guess how he had managed to break the magical 
ties that bind a golem to the two-dimensional world of “order and execution,” and nobody re¬ 
ally expected that they would ever find out. When asked, Barnaxus merely said: “A man spoke 
to me in the wastes and I awoke,” he would say no more. 

True, Barnaxus could do what he wished, but what he wished was to help the Lu¬ 
chuirp. He wished to help them rebuild the Empire, to recall what was forgotten, and to per¬ 
fect what was remembered. He appeared to harbor a love for the Luchuirp that mirrored that 
of a doting father, with a hint of a patronizing air to some of his advice. And the Luchuirp, 
amazingly, instead of rankling at being “taught” by a golem, loved him back. He was their 
link to the past and an amazing store of knowledge. Golems, after all, never forget. But most 
important of all, Barnaxus also taught the golems. What Barnaxus learned, the other golems 
soon copied. 

And so it was that Barnaxus went from being the “King of the Golems” to being a true 
leader of golems and of dwarves. 

“When ice melts only I will remain to see another father killed and brothers destroyed. This 
is the curse of metal, the power to remain alive while taking life from those that deserve it 
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more. 




Bronze Working 


See Also 

Ice Golem 


Bone Golem 

The Age of Rebirth saw the first appearance of the bone golem. Each part must be carved 
entirely from one piece of bone or similar material, and only elephants, descended from the 
mammoths abundant in the Age of Winter, can provide adequately sized raw materials. Cu¬ 
riosity lead the Luchuirp craftsmen to attempt these creations, however they become one of 
their favorite toys, as the bone absorbed their magic as no metal could, leading them to reani¬ 
mate when defeated. 


Clockwork Golem 

It takes the fine tools of a machinist shop and a sturdy metal such as iron or mithril to pro¬ 
duce the intricate detail required in this masterpiece of Luchuirp construction, but the per¬ 
formance is remarkable. Tiny springs and gears plus careful enchantment spells give it reflex¬ 
es that can rival even a wild beast, enabling the clockwork golem to damage any units near 
its target once it gets going. Repairs are not covered by warranty, however, so it is advisable to 
bring along a dwarven adept for repairs. 

Iron Golem 

Iron golems were the first golems made, early in the Age of Magic, and they remained the 
most common type of golem on Erebus even late into the Age of Magic when pestilence and 
plague made metal more reliable than flesh. Even in hearty times iron golems were superior 
to most fighting men, fusing Luchuirp fine craftsmanship with a sturdy, dependable metal. 

Gargoyle 

Most Luchuirp, like other practical dwarves, value form over function. Gargoyles, designed to 
perch upon city walls when not descending upon intruders, are an exception to this. Showing 
off the intricate detail the crafters are capable of, gargoyles are expressive, often with demonic 
appearances, though some are comical as well. These are carved from stone or marble. A Lu¬ 
chuirp city is safer when protected by gargoyles, and an intriguing place to wander through. 

Mud Golem 

Being small is perfect for living in caverns and surviving a harsh unending winter. Upon leav¬ 
ing their burrows to reclaim their place on the surface, however, the first project the Luchuirp 
engineers and enchanters began was constructing their mud golem workers. Taller than 
dwarves, and even elves and men, these constructs are able to labor day and night without 
complaint, with the strength of several men allowing for grand projects. 








Nullstone Golem 

It was upon watching an armorer from a friendly neighboring civilization produce armor for 
their knights that a Luchuirp enchanter had an epiphany. In the same manner that the forged 
armor deflected arrows, a properly shaped and sufficiently polished stone body might deflect 
spells sent its way. The experiment was more successful than the enchanter was prepared for. 
The nullstone golem deflects magical energy completely, often keeping spells intact and send¬ 
ing them in unpredictable directions. The first time a nullstone golem advanced on a group of 
well-prepared enemy mages, a nearby iron golem was rusted instead, three fireballs were re¬ 
turned towards their senders, and four passing cows were charmed. 



Wood Golem 

The novice Luchuirp crafters at the start of the Age of Rebirth tried working the exotic ma¬ 
terials that their ancestors used, but found they needed more practice to get useful forms for 
their enchanting process. The wood golems produced by this practice turned out to make de¬ 
cent fighters, and could be found filling out the ranks amidst their sturdier relatives through¬ 
out the age. 


Golem Workshop 

While the years were passing by, the Luchuirp recognized that their golems they can produce 
at this time aren’t suited for war anymore. The wood golems were burnt down by the fireballs 
of the hostile mages, the gargoyles were torn to shreds by the stone-throwing catapults and 
the iron golems, their strongest weapon, was much too complicated to create in the forges. So 
they looked for a new and primarily easy possibility to fabricate golems. And the new possi¬ 
bility is called Golem Workshop. 

In this building, there is a room with a smith’s heart, which can generate a big ardor 
with magic. In this room, huge pieces of metal like copper can be heated and shaped without 
being taken from the fire. After the shaping is finished, the craftsmen pour water over the 
golem so he becomes solid. Then it’s the task of the mages to make him a being. 

Of course, this procedure couldn’t be kept secret and in the following years, many cop¬ 
ied it, but nobody could manage this like the Luchuirp. 

Gridlines 

Most cities in Erebus lit their streets with alchemical or magical lamps placed at regular in¬ 
tervals, which not only prevented the stubbing of toes but also hindered criminal activity. 
Luchuirp cities in particular were well known for the number and regularity of such lamps, 
though many visitors simply put this down to their penchant for magical devices. These lights 
actually served an even greater purpose, for hidden on the top of each lamp was a small ball 
of lead in the shape of an eye, with runes to Nantosuelta inscribed on the back. Invaders of 
Luchuirp cities would unknowingly discover the purpose of these little statues in short or¬ 
der, for each golem could “see” through each of the eyes at once, letting them expertly counter 
each assault at the right place and time. 
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Sculptor’s Studio 

In most Luchuirp cities, the sculptor’s studio can be found next to the graveyard. Charged 
with crafting both golems and gravestones, the mason’s art perfectly embodies both life and 
death. 

It is a well-known fact that the craft of a sculptor is often one of the most profitable 
professions within Luchuirp society. Many years ago, a young sculptor carved an iron golem 
with the face of Athos Ulthane, the savior of Ironstone Pass. Since that day many prominent 
citizens became supporters of the arts in the hope that they might be remembered in a simi¬ 
lar fashion. 

Yet what of the lesser golems, those baked from mud and clay and the detritus of the 
streets? The silent servants that perform the tasks that no one else wants to. Who know what 
faces adorn these pitiless creatures? Ask all you want. For all the words written in the heads, 
none will ever emerge from their lips. 

But if you pay for sufficient drinks and listen carefully to the whispers of the right rot- 
gut beggar in the wrong part of Ithralia, you might learn that the golem that cleans the sew¬ 
ers at the docks bears an uncanny resemblance to Hamish Two-Strings, the infamous mur¬ 
derer and thief. 

In death, as in life, social hierarchies remain, carved in metal and stone and clay for¬ 
ever. 

First of all, choose a material which you want to use. For the Beginning, you should choose 
wood, because it is not expansive and easy to work with. When you have some practice, you 
can go on with stone and marble. Then imagine what kind of shape your creation should 
have. A humanoid shape would be the best and it is also very popular. After you got a vision 
of it, begin with the rough contour. Now work out the details of your sculpture, for this dis¬ 
tinguish our golems from the war machines. We want to create unique beings not mass pro¬ 
duced soldiers and the materials we use here aren’t suited for war anyway. 

Be as accurate as possible, make every finger, eye, feather and mouth authentic. If you 
are satisfied with the sculpture, the last but most important step follows: The Enchanting. 
Without magic you would have a beautiful piece of work, but what kind of use do they have 
if they can’t do anything but stand in one place? So check your sculpture a last time before 
starting the enchantment ritual, because once they ‘live,’the body of them cannot be changed 
anymore. 

After you finished, you will feel like a proud father looking at his newborn. 

Enchantment Magic 

Enchant Spellstaff 

“Although the making of a proper Spellstaff is a task best left to the most skilled of enchant¬ 
ers, it is possible to do it with less effort if one has the proper materials. You must begin with 
a stout branch of sacred wood, gathered by the light of the full moon from an ancient and 
holy forest. You should then carve the staff, taking care to leave an open slot to place a gem. 
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Once carved, you must then immediately bathe the staff in the blood of a powerful magical 
creature... I recommend kraken’s blood. Once this is done, you can insert the gem. The gem 
must be of at least the width of the staff, preferably an amethyst or sapphire. Once you’ve 
done all these things, return your nearly-complete staff to the Enchantment node, placing it 
at the focal point of power. Leave it there for a week, during which time you should attend it 
closely, focusing your powers on the First Principle of Enchantment. Once you’ve done that, 
bring the staff to me, and I will judge whether you have done the task correctly.” 

The students nodded and muttered agreement before dispersing. After the last had left, 
however, the High Magus of the Mage Guild frowned at the Archmage in obvious disap¬ 


proval. 


“Why did you tell them that? You know perfectly well that none of that has anything 
to do with making a Spellstaff.” 

The Archmage shrugged. 

“True... but I’ve always wanted a staff like that.” 


Flaming Arrows 

Yes it’s POSSIBLE to do it without magic. It’s also possible to ride a donkey and use a flow¬ 
erpot for a helmet! 

—Dorian Fire-eyes, Amurite city guard captain 


Repair 


“Gornbad hurt.” 

“Yes, I know Gornbad hurt, look at you, you got really beat up out there.” 

“Many ores hurt Gornbad.” 

“Ores? Really, and this finely crafted sword I see lodged in your belly is of orc-make is 


it?” 


“Gornbad hit by many orc-swords.” 

“Ores don’t wield... wait. What is this? Is... Is this a deer antler?” 

“Gornbad was hungry.” 

“Gornbad cant be hungry, Gornbad is a GOLEM!” 

“Gornbad thought after battle warriors get hungry, so Gornbad ate.” 

“By shoving a deer down your gullet? That’s not good for you, which explains the mess 
in here.” 

“Gornbad sorry.” 

“Every time you wander away from the regiment you get damaged, you must stay with 
the others.” 

“Gornbad saw ores, has orders to smash ores.” 

“Those were elves, stay away from them.” 

“What difference?” 

“Good point... Fine, Stay away from anything with sharp objects unless you’re with 
your unit.” 

—-Techmage Errod and Gornbad the iron golem during a repair session 


64 





jducdluA, Ancjeb of cJfifo 

Orb of Sucellus 

Not only a tool, but also a guard. 

He who wields me gains power, but the price may be hard. 

—Inscription on the Orb 

See Also 

Tomb of Sucellus 

Arthendain 

An entire company was wiped out by her. She wore a ragged white dress and matted red hair, 
both of which clung to her like grease on a pan. She didn’t carry any weapons, she didn’t need 
them. Her claws were like iron, she was stronger than any girl. But she was just a girl, or at 
least once she had been. She clawed and bit at them, coughed and wheezed and fled. One of 
their number was dead and several were injured. 

Arthendain began applying healing poultices to the wounds, but they were already 
growing green with infection. The finger-sized gashes broke open, skin and muscle peeled 
back as if it was trying to escape the bone. They writhed in pain, and in minutes they looked 
as if they had been flogged with a whip; after a few more, they appeared as fresh zombies, 
still screaming, minds alive as their bodies died. Then finally, mercifully, they died. 

Arthendain was uninjured from the fight, but still the disease spread. He grabbed his 
crossbow intent on making sure the girl didn’t spread her disease any further. As he gripped 
the polished handle of his crossbow, he noticed his own hands had begun to redden and 
swell. He hurried to water; they were in the sewers beneath Prespur and normally he wouldn’t 
touch the water here, but it had to be better than what was on him. He scrubbed his hands, 
but it just got worse, then the coughing began. 

He heard himself screaming, exactly as the others. He fell into the water and died. 

The disease spread in the water; the next morning, the city would have awoken to a 
Plague. There would be barely any left by nightfall, if Sucellus had not interfered. His shadow 
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for the dwarf’s spirit and Arawn consented. 

Arthendain doesn’t remember much, everything from scrubbing his hands to waking 
up that next morning in a local tavern is little more than a blur. He remembers a man who 
healed him. He remembers being given the flask and told to keep it safe, and never open it. 
He remembers being told that he must find that girl. And to this day he has worked toward 
that goal. 

See Also 

Mary Morbius 



Druid 

Infused with the magic of Sucellus, the Reborn, the druids are the mages of nature and 
bringers of life. Because the only way to gain true and lasting knowledge of how to manipu¬ 
late the very fabric of life itself is to devote one’s whole existence to intimate contact with na¬ 
ture, druids are a reclusive and not terribly social folk. The druids form a loose brotherhood of 
near-hermits who meet once a year to compete, share knowledge, and bond, before they once 
again disperse to their various fields and forests. Their powerful organic magic means that 
many empires employ them not so much for their use in war, but for their use in peace, per¬ 
fecting the land and making it more fertile. Few established empires are incapable of contact¬ 
ing a few druids to help them repair the scars of war and industry or bring life and lushness 
to previously infertile regions. 

See Also 

Tomb of Sucellus 
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c7\mdthdoru, Angel; of fertility 

Eurabatres the Gold Dragon 

It remembered its glory days, remembered speed, talons, acid and the beat of leathery wings. 
Above all it remembered fire and burning. There was no nose to smell with, no skin to feel 
with, but the sensation of heat and smoke and flame lingered. 

The consciousness stirred. The gods had lost interest in it and its kind long ago, or yes¬ 
terday. Tomorrow, possibly. Time and physical space had little meaning in this place, there 
was only thought. Consciousness. Existence. Existence was the word. Cogito, ergo existo. 

This was the place where the war machines of the gods went to... not die. Be stored. 
Rest. The consciousness would not rest. It remembered when it had been the Golden One, 
the most powerful creature of the created. Then it had fought the enemy across the planes. 
With fire, with acid. The enemy was still there, disturbing rest like a tingling pain, a constant 
drip of water in the darkened room of the mind. How could it be possible to rest without 
cauterizing this mental sore? 

And so, while the others rested, the consciousness had spent all this time—these few 
short moments—searching for a gate back to the world, a way to complete work left unfin¬ 
ished. Finally, after much trial and error, the mind had broken free, to flit about in an alien 
world. Physical form, however, would have to come later. That would require help. Rituals 
would have to be said, a portal created. It would have to enlist the aid of some the diverse, 
chattering, confused, weak but numerous intelligences that had risen to become masters of 
this planet since the consciousness had been put to rest. 

For many of this place s years, the consciousness had been searching for a suitable host 
and ally among the occasional spikes of brilliance in a sea of mundane and feeble minds. 
Some spikes had been heavy and brooding, like a pregnant storm cloud, some sharp and cold 
as a stiletto. Some had been as wispy and intangible as fog, and some had lit up in bright and 
shifting flashes of color and noise, signifying a growing madness. Far too many had stung 
with the taint of the enemy. 

None had been perfect, before this one. Awash with potential both magical and ce¬ 
rebral, but still malleable. As the consciousness approached, the source of the spike became 
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clear: a small child crying amid the ruins of a burned homestead. 

Their minds would merge, to mutual benefit. One would gain long life and power. The 
other, eventually, would gain... form. 



Roar 

“I covered me ears or I’da gone deaf for sure, an me friends did the same. All except Phil- 
lio. He stood there, transfixed, an I’d swear there was a tear in his eye and a smile on his face. 
‘It is true,’he whispered, she lives!’And then if he didn’t turn on us whiles we were stunned! 
Took most of the unit to subdue him, him and a few others. Why, after that, is it any wonder 
we fled the battlefield?” 



Kiiriotdied 

The nucleus of the Kuriotates was formed in the harrowing years between the end of the Age 
of Ice and the dawn of the Age of Rebirth. Squabbling tribes, clans, warlords and embry¬ 
onic city-states were gathered into a small nation led by the boy-king Cardith Lorda. It is in 
this background that we find the secret behind the Kuriotates’ rather odd societal structure. 
All these diverse elements gathered together in a sheltered and bountiful land, and started to 
forge a state that could survive in a dangerous world. However, the mutual distrust between 
all the clans, families and dynasties Cardith Lorda brought together means that they will not 
suffer another to grow more powerful than they are. In effect, the lower levels of government 
in the core regions are marked by a form of democracy, watched over by a royal administra¬ 
tion with complete control. 

Thus, all expansion is conducted by the King, and by him alone, and all territory is 
royal territory. The army swears allegiance to the king alone, and all administrative functions 
flow from the state rather than a master-servant system. There is no feudal system among the 
Kuriotates. The powerful live in the cities, and compete for positions there. In the outlying ar¬ 
eas, the powerful are only powerful by royal decree, and Cardith Lorda’s careful machinations 
ensures that it stays that way. Thus arose the system of settlements. 

The Kuriotates are a confederation of peoples and races, marked by a very powerful 
core region, vast areas more loosely connected to the core cities, and full freedom of asylum, 
even citizenship, for those who wish to move from other nations or the wilderness of un¬ 
civilized territory. The settlements, controlled solely by the central administration (i.e. Car¬ 
dith Lorda’s government) act as administrative centers, tying vast areas, often with their own 
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r highly advanced semi-autonomous indigenous populations, into the Kuriotate confederacy. 
The settlements provide facilities for transit, trade, administration and diplomacy in the af¬ 
filiated regions, but never develop a very large population of pure Kuriotates. They are mostly 
populated by bureaucrats, merchants, a handful of soldiers and their families and the most 
promising born here quickly relocate to the central cities. A system of trade and friendship 
with their center on the small Kuriotate settlements keeps the hodge-podge of allies, protec¬ 
torates, semi-autonomies and client states happy and ensures that much-needed resources 
continue to flow to the core lands. 

The vast areas with sparse human population that get locked within the Kuriotates’ 
disproportionately large sphere of influence and cultural domination mean that they get in 
contact with many of the rarer species of Erebus. For many civilizations, that might prove 
problematic, even act as a source of conflict and destruction. For the Kuriotates, it is a boon, 

I and a source of their strength. 

For the Kuriotates don’t much care who you as long as you have something meaning¬ 
ful to offer to the nation as a whole. The Kuriotates’ particularly positive relationship to the 
non-human species of Erebus dates back to the very beginnings of the confederation, when 
a small group of centaurs aided Cardith Lorda in his rise to power. Other creatures, attracted 
by the special power they detect in the boy king, have since flocked to the Kuriotate banner, 
escaping marginalization or even persecution in other parts of the world. The centaurs, hav¬ 
ing risen to be a force to be reckoned with in Kuriotate political life, smooth their transition 
and integration into the society, putting their special skills to good use in the areas at which 
they excel, through innate ability or cultural conditioning. 

The culture of the Kuriotates is such that the demi-humans are treated as, and indeed 
regarded as being, equal to the human majority, and judged by merit and benefit to the na¬ 
tion alone, although the fundamental differences between the races mean that some measure 
of distinction is necessary in order to allow the Kuriotate nation to run smoothly. However, 
again this may be a secret benefit. 

This specialization and segregation has given rise to something akin to a caste system, 
another reason the Kuriotates have such a stable central government. While the humans are 
the jack of all trades, each of the races have found their niche, dominating their own area. The 
centaurs, the warrior caste, hold many high positions in the army, the lamia wield great magi¬ 
cal power, and command respect among the magi, and so on. Since all these subcultures owe 
allegiance to the king alone, they act, in their specialized roles, as an effective bulwark against 
the ambitions of human noblemen. 

Those few dissidents who let their resentment at being bypassed be channeled into ir¬ 
rational hatred of demi-humans are held in check by strong personal trust in Cardith Lorda 
and an emphasis on the state religion, not to mention state superstition and traditions. Few 
Kuriotates dare cross or even question the will of the state, the will of the people of the con¬ 
federation, and most importantly, the will of the divine Boy-King. 

The Kuriotates hold loose sway over a massive sprawl of an empire, but the borders are 
porous, and when war threatens, they will often act as a turtle, retreating into the hard shell 
of their core lands until they can muster the forces to take back that which was lost. Thus, 
the Kuriotates through their openness to others, strong central authority and large but loose 
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sphere of influence have a flexibility many of their opponents lack. Truly, they are one of the 
centers of enlightenment in the dark of Erebus. 

Cardith Lorda 

Cardith truly was a remarkable monarch, Gilcrass reflected as he watched the Boy-King play 
a game of chess with one of his advisors. Granted, he had the outward appearance of a ten- 
year-old boy, but he had knowledge far beyond his years. In fact, he had knowledge far be¬ 
yond the years of most rulers. And he wasn’t really ten years old. He’d looked like that since 
the day Gilcrass had joined the Guard as a young stallion, never reaching puberty, never ex¬ 
periencing his voice break, never growing hair on his chest, never finding an interest in the 
fairer sex or the temptations of marriage. 

Gilcrass felt vaguely content about that. If one was to say that the king did have a love, 
it was the people of his empire, and his marriage was to his throne. Cardith Lorda devoted 
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f all his time to the running of the great cities, the expansion of the settlements, the campaigns 
against barbarians and enemy states. 

He showed no nepotism, no corruption in favor of his family, no “personal favors” to 
people who had his ear. This had a simple explanation: Cardith was, as far as anyone could 
tell, an orphan. He had no family history and no one recognized him as hailing from any fa¬ 
mous noble families. The name meant nothing to anyone—Gilcrass half suspected he had 
made it up. 

And still, through force of personality, determination, wisdom and a bit of cunning, 
Lorda had forged a union out of the fractured principalities and city-states of the Kuriotates 
in an amazingly short time. The period of fighting and bloodshed had been brief and limited, 
and after it had followed a new age of power and prosperity for all the Kuriotates. 

Gilcrass trotted closer to the couple engaged in their battle of wits. Cardith was win- 
1 ning, as usual. He looked up at the sound of Gilcrass s approach and gave him an affectionate 
smile. Then he turned back to the board and calmly made a killing move. 

Despite all his care, all his calmness and all his good work for the Kuriotates, this cold, 
calculating side of Lorda, which could seemingly be switched on and off at will, disturbed 
Gilcrass, although he would never tell the king that to his face. 

It wasn’t the only thing that worried him. When Lorda was called upon to pass a harsh 
judgment, fight a campaign or make a particularly unpleasant decision, his voice would subtly 
change, taking on a low, hissing undertone, and the hard, reptilian glint in Cardith’s eyes, so 
out of place in his otherwise soft, boyish features, would become even more pronounced. 

When that happened, Gilcrass was truly afraid. 
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JuniL, Ang eh of Justice 

Bcinnor 

The Bannor started with a handful of people, trapped in hell during the fall of Braduk but 
rescued by Sabathiel, an angel in Junil s service. In exchange for their salvation, the spirits 
bound themselves and their descendants to ceaselessly battle the forces of chaos and disor¬ 
der. As Sabathiel led the honorable spirits forth into the light, they formed the vanguard in 
a devastating war against the Clan of Embers, even more powerful then than they are today. 
Throughout the entire Age of Rebirth the Bannor waged brutal and merciless war not only 
on the Clan, but on all who would not submit to law and order. 

Throughout this war of liberation and extermination, these heroes of an ancient age 
forged conquered, allied, and submitting tribes, cities, and nations into a human empire 
which, with the aid and guidance of Sabathiel, may stand firm even against the looming 
apocalypse, when unequaled evil is loosed upon Erebus. 

This continuing Holy War permeates every part of their society, leaving it almost to¬ 
tally militarized. For the Bannor, there is no clear line between religion, family, and poli¬ 
tics. They apply a frightening religious fervor to the art of war, and their obsession with or¬ 
der makes even the peasant regiments among the best drilled of all the empires. All men 
are trained from childhood in the arts of war—hand to hand combat, archery, self defense, 
strength, and agility. Unlike most other societies, there are plenty of possibilities for rising 
through the ranks through bravery and skill, a fact which inspires as much if not more fight¬ 
ing fervor than the religious element. 

Because they need to be defended and ready at all times, outlying villages are more like 
forts, every farm is a small castle, the cities are huge garrison towns but also centers of trade, 
religion, and diplomacy. Few men are without scars from battle and the women are strong 
willed and hardened. They know that the children they raise may one day be lost in battle, 
and they also know that one day the war may come to them. It is a rare woman among the 
Bannor who cannot handle a sword. 

A central part of understanding the fabric of Bannor society is understanding the split 
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between estates and “free land.” The estates are enormous tracts of land, almost sub-king¬ 
doms, under the rule of an Order, a Family or one of those peculiarities of the Bannor: a He¬ 
reditary Order—a religious order with members exclusively from one clan. Centered on a 
stronghold or small fortified city, the main function of the estates is to provide the necessary 
resources to field one Order or Family division, the powerful and highly dedicated fighting 
forces that make up the feared backbone of the Bannor armies. 

The lion’s share of the land in the Bannor empire is the “free land.” The villages and 
cities that occupy and make a living off this land must, in addition to paying taxes and orga¬ 
nizing their own defenses, provide a number of soldiers, fully trained and equipped, according 
to the wealth of the settlement. Although the Orders and Families are the spearhead and ar¬ 
mored fist of Bannor armies, “free land” conscripts provide the bulk forces that are needed to 
carry a battle. 

By far the most numerous of the estate-holders, the non-hereditary Orders will take 
fighters from all across the world, all nations and races. Those deemed worthy in prowess and 
intelligence are taught in the ways and language of the Bannor and then join the fighting 
forces on the same footing as native Bannor. 

The hereditary Orders are in reality families that have founded or taken over control of 
an Order. All the major positions are held by and passed down from father to son, uncle to 
nephew, like any usual aristocratic title. It is one of the few options a rich non-noble family 
has of gaining an estate and the power and responsibility that comes with it. 

The noble Families all trace their lineage back to one of the spirits that Sabathiel set 
free. They use this holy heritage to legitimize their enormous power, and it is the reason 
the priesthood tolerates their existence and their meddling in the running of things. There 
are very few Families, but every one of them wields as much power and wealth as an Order. 
However, the priesthood keeps these secular powerhouses under careful and strict control, 
lest they attempt to change the fabric of Bannor society. 

The highly-trained and well-equipped men who fight in the professional divisions of 
the Orders and Families come from a variety of backgrounds and fight for any number of 
reasons: Some do it for money or status, some few do it for glory or personal revenge, but 
most do it because they truly believe they are on the front line of the war against Evil. 

As any Bannor priest could tell you, the war fought by the Bannor is far more compli¬ 
cated than a simple Good-Evil battle. The priesthood, under the guidance of Sabathiel (or so 
they claim) decide who is an enemy. Although they have yet to fight a civilization that con¬ 
forms to some kind of law and sense of justice and compassion, few who can avoid it dare 
cross the Bannor, lest they be “damned” and added to the list of civilizations that must be 
taught to repent. 

The focal point of the entire Bannor Empire is their capital, centered around the Ban¬ 
nor Palace, The Halls of Sabathiel. Although still recognizably a garrison city, it is also a 
sprawling, international metropolis matched by few other cities in Erebus. This is where the 
Orders have their headquarters, this is where the Families meet to discuss affairs of state, 
and this is where people come to consult with the priesthood. People of all races flock to the 
city to swell the ranks of the Orders, the Halls of Sabathiel have a constant stream of visitors 
coming to pay tribute or ask favors of his priests, and the bazaars and markets attract trad- 
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ers from far and wide, catering to the needs of a multiracial, multinational, and multicultural 
army and administration. 

Sabathiel, the mythical ruler of the Bannor, unwilling to set foot upon Erebus break 
the letter or the spirit of the Compact, is said to reside deep within the recesses of his Halls, 
watching, guiding, teaching, and warding over the Bannor, urging them on but unable to 
physically manifest. He is a shadow king, never seen by his subjects but always a haunting 
figure, ever present in their consciousness. Their battlefield commanders are much more pres¬ 
ent figures to most Bannor men, Capria being the best example, who as a young girl led her 
people as they stepped from hell, and soon grew in honor and authority through the end of 
the Age of Ice and dawn of he Age of Rebirth. 

In this day, there are those even among the Bannor, and even more so among their 
enemies, who whisper that both Sabathiel and his original spirits are naught but legends in¬ 
vented by a militant priesthood looking for ways to legitimize their rule. Whatever the truth 
of the matter, the fact is that in the Age of Rebirth, the Bannor must rely on human flesh and 
cold steel, not angels and spirits, to bring law to the dark corners of the world. 

Sabathiel 

Shaddis slipped quietly into the room. Although not comparable to the vast antechambers 
and lofty halls of the public part of the Halls of Sabathiel, the room was large enough, rough¬ 
ly cubic and a good six meters from floor to roof. The roof was vaulted, with supporting col¬ 
umns built into the four walls, dividing each wall into three segments. 

The room was also plunged into darkness, something which simply drew your atten¬ 
tion to the fact that the huge figure lying on a carved stone bed in the center of the room was 
emitting a faint glow. Sabathiel was sleeping again. He’d probably been sleeping since last 
Shaddis spoke to him, two weeks ago. 

It wasn’t really sleep, Shaddis reflected. He wasn’t quite sure what it was. It was like 
Sabathiel’s body was there, on the stone bed, but his mind and soul weren’t. The Deacon of 
Winds had never asked Sabathiel where his mind went when he lay like that. He wasn’t sure 
he wanted to know. 

As Shaddis approached, there was a sucking sound, like a sharp intake of air, and Saba¬ 
thiel sat bolt upright with startling suddenness. 

“Something has happened.” 

The voice sounded like a million voices speaking softly at the same time, and it carried 
a note of simultaneous accusation and certainty that infuriated Shaddis. Sabathiel was scruti¬ 
nizing him, probably finding out what was wrong even before Shaddis had a chance to say it. 
And the angel was right, both in the statement and in the accusatory tone. Something HAD 
happened, and Shaddis was at fault, albeit indirectly. 

“They will be punished, of course. We must teach them that they cannot defy law and 
hope to avoid repercussions. But I am disappointed in you, deacon. You knew about this. You 
could have stopped it earlier.” 

Shaddis bowed his head in shame. He had known, but he hadn’t found it important. 
Dealing with it at this early stage would have required taking appalling measures. So he had 







left the problem alone, hoping it would burn itself out. Instead it had exploded. The cleaning 
up would be a mess. 

Sabathiel floated to his feet. As he did, the room erupted with multi-hued light. The 
sight never ceased to awe Shaddis. Every section of wall was now a huge window looking out 
across a landscape far below. It was as if the room was at the top of an impossibly tall tower. 
But the view was not uniform. Each window overlooked a different landscape: In one win¬ 
dow, all you could see was mountains, ice and snow. Another showed rolling hills, fields and 
peaceful pastures. A third looked out across an endless desert. 

The angelic ruler of the Bannor drifted across to a window that showed the sprawling 
urban vista of the capital. He stood there in silence, his hands clasped behind his back, for 
quite some time. Shaddis didn’t speak. Holding a conversation with Sabathiel was a frustrat¬ 
ing affair—the angel knew what you were going to say before you said it, and generally an¬ 
swered before you even had a chance to open your mouth. So the Deacon waited patiently for 
his master to break the silence. 
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Finally, Sabathiel let out a long, shuddering sigh. It reminded Shaddis of a wind whis 
tling through a mountain pass. Still facing his city, Sabathiel started to speak: 

“I don’t blame you. After all, you’re only human. You’re all only human. Invaluable tools 
in Junil’s service, but still only mortal flesh, fallible and prone to faltering. Sometimes, my 
friend, mercy must take a back seat to peace, stability, and law. This was one of those times, 
and you failed to recognize it. You reached the limits of your human capacities. I’m not an¬ 
gry. I have no real reason to be disappointed either. But you are a product of my people, of my 
children, those whom I lead into the light, those I protected through Mulcarn’s reign. I sup¬ 
pose. .. I suppose I have expected too much from you.” 

Sabathiel paused. To gather his thoughts, perhaps. Who knew? His mind appeared 
to work on an entirely different plane. While humans had to stumble through their choices, 
hoping the one they made was the best possible, the angel simply knew. He was capable of 
total mercilessness, of deceit and exquisite cruelty, but the results of an action commanded 
by Sabathiel would always be better than any alternative course of action could have brought. 
The angel, however heartless and wrong he seemed at the time, was always right. The window 
suddenly started showing many different views, flickering past at an astonishing speed. 

“So much to watch. So many to care for. So many things that can go awry. I wish, oh, 
how I wish I could take a more direct part in the affairs of my people. These things would not 
happen. I would be there to stop them. But I am not strong enough. Not yet. I need to con¬ 
serve what little strength I still possess. Someday, after you are gone, perhaps, but some day 
soon, I will need it. We will all need it.” 

Capria 

Capria held Sabra close as they waited near the portal. Her sister was quivering, whether 
from fear or excitement she didn’t know. Either way, her father had told her to keep her calm. 
So she did. 

Kneeling down to eye level, she said, “Remember what we talked about, Sabra? We’re 
going home, so today you need to be extra brave. What’s home going to be like?” 

Sabra smiled. “No monsters!” 

“That’s right! What else?” 

“The fire is just in the sky, and not all around. I can go play in the grass and run and 
not fall in the pits or the lava or be eaten by the shadows!” 

“That’s right, little one,” Capria said, hoping the stories that they told the young ones 
were true. She herself took the elders at their word what the outside world was like. But even 
memories of home were exaggerated, it could not be worse than living here. 

The booming voice of Sabathiel rang out as if to prove it to her. “Soldiers to arms! We 
are being followed!” The men rushed to the rear of their company, leaving their wives and 
children to await entry to the new world. Capria picked up her sister, bouncing her in her 
arms. “People of Braduk! Prepare to return!” Sabathiel cried out, then unfurled his wings. 
Capria shielded her eyes as the brilliant light flashed out from the angel, then subsided. Sa¬ 
bathiel stood facing them, a gateway of light behind him turning the back of the canyon into 
their route home. “Hurry! Your men cannot hold out forever!” 









The families approached the gateway, but hesitated before entering. Capria gritted her 
teeth, and pushed to the front. “Come, brothers, sisters! This is what we have been living for!” 
Without another look back, she stepped into the light... 

.. .and out of the fire. The heat at her back was the first thing she noticed, nearly searing her 
skin through the heavy leather armor she wore as a Secondline-woman. The darkness 
alarmed her; instead of a perpetual red haze, there was blackness above her, pierced by count¬ 
less points of light. She turned to see more of her people emerging from the flames, and re¬ 
acting as she had, hurrying ahead in surprise. Then she turned back and noticed the screams. 

“They’re free! Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” An old woman, green skinned and heavily marked 
was writhing on the ground a few yards in front her. Other green skinned people watched 
the strangers coming out of their Sacred Fire with shock. 

“What have they done to our city?” asked an elderly woman emerging from the flames. 
“Well, what gifts have been given to us by dear ol’ Bhall tonight?” The deep voice came 
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from an ore man who pushed past the crowd of ore children eating and playing by the 
near the humans. Unlike the smooth skinned younger ores, long bone spikes protruded from 
his back, shoulders, and arms. “Metal blades on young girls? Take your spears, my clan.”The 
burly ore hefted a massive axe and grinned at Capria. Others came forth, wielding long 
wooden spears. 

Capria bent down to set her sister on the ground, then in a blink had an ore child in 
her arms and a dagger at its throat. “We don’t know who you are monster, but we mean you 
no harm. Let us walk out of here and your child lives.” 

“A trade, girl? One life of ours for all of yours?” Orthus pulled a sharpened bone knife 
from his belt. “That doesn’t sound like a good trade.” Orthus’s arm swung out, and the knife 
came flying towards Capria. She blinked, and before her eyes opened she could feel warm 
blood splash on her face. But not hers. The ore child went limp in her arms before it could 
scream. 

“You value life, human. Death is the currency I trade in.” Orthus hefted his axe and 
started towards the humans. 

Blood splattered on Donal’s face, and by the burning, he knew it belonged to the demon. He 
gritted his teeth and ducked under a leaping Hellhound, thrusting upward with his short 
sword. Its snarl turned to a yelp, but it still managed to kick his helmet off as it tumbled 
gracelessly to the ground. Donal raised his shield to fend off a fireball hurled by a towering 
fire elemental, shouting over his shoulder, “Are we about done here, my lord? I do think they 
are sorry to see us leaving.” 

Sabathiel grunted. “Another... another few minutes, my friends, and the elders shall 
have left this accursed place. I trust you can hold out?” 

“We will do what we must!” said Alessi. Donal’s burly comrade swung his halberd in a 
wide arc, knocking a Gaersteed to its knees and unseating its rider. The death knight contin¬ 
ued his charge, however, and pierced Alessi’s left shoulder with a long ebon blade. The war¬ 
rior dropped his pole-arm and staggered, perfectly exposed for the coup d’grace. Donal spun 
towards them, slicing down on the demon knight’s arm and turning a lethal blow into merely 
an ugly gut wound. 

The demon snarled, and knocked him to the ground with a quick shield bash. It ad¬ 
vanced on Donal until an arrow flew into its chest. Then another hit, and a third, and fourth, 
until finally he fell. 

“Pull back and regroup!” said the marksman, before being set upon by a swarm of har¬ 
pies. 

Donal sheathed his sword and helped his friend to his feet. “You’re not dying before 
you see daylight, Alessi, I swear it.”The pair stumbled back towards the portal, as their peers 
closed ranks behind them. 

Capria stumbled as she tried to back away from the advancing ores. Her hand found a long 
spear, blackened with bits of burnt swine clinging to it. She lunged and thrust it into the 
throat of an advancing ore, who fell with a whimper, snapping her weapon in two as he fell. 
“C’mon, friends, we’ve all faced worse than this before!” She unsheathed her short sword. 








r “Ring formation, boys and women to arms. Children and elderly in the center! We’ll work 
our way towards the gate. Slay the beasts if they come, but hold your position!” An ore 
charged her, spear first. She prepared to dodge, but he dropped to the ground before he 
reached her, felled by a slung stone. 

The group began to move towards the gate of the palisade, past hovels. Behind them a 
wounded man staggered out of the flames, clutching his chest. A pair of goblins leapt upon 
him, stabbing repeatedly. He managed to grasp a handful of grass before breathing his last. 

“You will never escape me, humans,” Orthus cried. Swinging viciously, he bowled into 
their formation, breaking the ranks and cleaving a young girl just below the ribs. 

Capria barely noticed the death of her best friend. She did see her sister dangling from 
the ore King’s hand. She dropped and rolled under the spikes, coming up directly in front of 
Orthus, too close for him to wield his axe. Behind her the humans closed ranks. 

“Be glad I’m sick of death,” Capria growled, plunging her sword into Orthus’s gut up 
' to the hilt. She didn’t stay to finish him, but slung her sister over her shoulder and turned 
away. The worst of the ores had been stopped already, and the freedom was in sight. 

“You’re the last, Donal,” said Sabathiel. The other soldiers had charged through the portal 
during the last lull in the melee. The ones who had survived the onslaught, at least. 

“And then you’ll follow, my lord?” 

“Someone must remain on this pedestal to keep the portal open. I will stay behind.” 
“No you won’t. My people need you, you must go through!” 

“I cannot lead them in the next world as I did in this Infernal hell, Donal.” 

“It’s not a leader they need, there’s wisdom and strength in even the young girls, like 
brave Capria. They need a symbol, to stay united in the real world, my lord. You must go 
I through. I will hold open the doorway for you.” 

“I cannot leave anyone behind, Donal!” 

Donal Lugh stood beside the angel, feeling an enormous weight descend upon him. 
“There’s got to be another way out of here, Sabathiel. I’ll find it, somewhere, and I’ll make it 
back, if I have to kill every demon in Hell to do it.” A moaning sound drew their attention to 
the corpses of their friends, beginning to rise as an imp on the cliff above them giggled and 
danced in a circle. Sabathiel and Donal exchanged one last glance, then the angel embraced 
the man, and turned and flew through the portal. The instant Donal stepped towards it in 
vain hope that the angel was wrong, but it vanished, and he sighed. Then he turned back to¬ 
wards the shambling corpses. 

“Alrighty, my friends, who’s first?” 


“While the Order wages war, the Empyrean discusses.” 
—Capria 
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Donal Lugh 

The hound that tracked him almost looked normal, until it turned and growled. Half of the 
face was rotted away, and the skull beneath was scratched and chipped, with a dark pit for an 
eye socket. But it had no trouble seeing its prey. It leapt for Donal s throat. 

This was far from the first hellhound Donal had seen. Reflex took over, and he 
dropped and rolled to avoid the fangs. His crude weapons flew to his hands. Donal and the 
hound circled each other, feinting and pulling back, until in a flash it was over. Donal dodged 
the lunge, and sunk his blade into the demons neck, pinning it to the ground. It growled and 
thrashed about almost comically, trying to free itself and continue the attack. 

“C’mon, boy, play dead,” Donal said, slamming his shield down upon the hound’s skull. 




Both shattered, and the thrashing stopped. “That’s a good dog.” 

He didn’t laugh at his jokes any longer. He had stopped amusing himself some time 
ago. Ten years or a thousand, he had no idea and had stopped caring. Since his people left 
Hell, there was no one else to laugh either, and yet still he quipped as he grimly fought the 
inhabitants of this realm. In the home of the King of Despair, his biggest battle was main¬ 
taining the one thing that sustained him, hope. 

“We have no hope, Capria. We must abandon the siege.” 

“Capria turned to face her nephew. “We cannot, Mattius! You heard what I heard from 
Fanariel’s lips. ‘The Sheaim have made a breakthrough. With Agares’s guidance.’We must 
press on!” Capria trembled as she spoke, her aging frame failing her more and more lately. 
Perhaps she would be steadier if she met her council without full battle armor on, but to be 
war leader of the Bannor and not be ever battle ready? 

“Indeed we must,” agreed the High Priest. He was young, much younger than the re¬ 
gent he addressed, but he spoke with supreme confidence. “The heresies stemming from 
Galveholm are provocation enough to mobilize. Sabathiel therefore sees no reason for us to 
even associate with elven brigands like this Fanariel.” 

Mattius snorted. “I’m sure Sabathiel knows a better way to get a spy into Sheaim lands, 
but he hasn’t been exactly forthcoming lately.” 

“Does the Head of House Venerat doubt the authority of the priesthood to speak 

for...” 

“What Mattius was pointing out, Elmin,” Capria jumped in, “is that we need to priori¬ 
tize our missions. The Clans have been building strength, our ambassadors have been expelled 
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from the Lanun capital, and—” 

The war council was interrupted by a tremendous quake, throwing them all to the 
ground. Capria’s reflexes triumphed over the limitations of age; she bounced to her feet and 
raced out of the tent. The camp was showing the benefits of Bannor discipline and were in 
formation around the commander’s tent, ready to repel the attack. 

But it was not an opening magical salvo for an attack. The army watched as the trees 
and brush on the hillside below them withered and died, the sun was obscured by a dreary 
haze, and fires erupted on the horizon. It was a scene Capria remembered well from her 
childhood, and nightmares ever since. Seventy years ago they had escaped Hell, and now it 
had come for them. 

He had scoured this Hell looking for an escape. Never mind that it was an infinite plane, he 
swore he’d seen every inch of it twice. He had been chased every step of the way by the min¬ 
ions of Agares and Bhall, and managed to either elude them, or fend them off. All to see this 
day. 

Donal saw a portal to the mortal realm stretching out in the valley below him. A rift 
in dimensions, fluctuating wildly. And around it was arrayed an army of demons. Cavorting 
imps, a contingent of Ruhin, a virtual city of manes... and the biggest balor Donal had seen. 
And they were leaving. “Oh, not without me, you don’t,” he muttered as he started down the 
hillside. “I don’t know where you’re going, but it’s got to be better than here.” 

The demons marched through, as the rift slowly began to close. 

The demons were on the march. The first battle with them had caused the Bannor army to 
rout, and since then they had been pushed back to Tor Lehan, the nearest settlement to the 
corrupted lands. From its battlements Capria could see flames at the border to the Infernal 
lands all through the night. So far the priests’blessings had kept the corruption at bay, but 
not the corrupted. They surrounded the settlement, the demons that had haunted her in her 
youth. Only the most courageous soldiers remained to stand against them. 

The battle was joined at dawn. It quickly turned against them. 

Mattius stood alongside his aunt at the battle lines. “If I’m to die, I’m honored to do so 
beside one of the heroes of legends.” 

Capria nodded, swinging her two-handed sword. “I’d rather live. But if the Bannor do 
not stand to face this dire threat, who will?” An image at the edge of her field of vision made 
her turn, coming face to face with a monstrous pit beast. 

“The trick to these beasties is to get them from behind,” shouted an old friend as the 
pit beast was felled. “The wings limit their peripheral vision.” 

“Who... my god, is that you? Donal Lugh?” 

“In the flesh, for a pleasant change.” 

Mattius gasped. “Then the legends... are all true? We are the Bannor of Sabathiel!” 

The tide of battle turned. The Bannor lost as many as survived, but the town was saved, 
and the forces of Hell pushed back for today. The news of the victory spread, shaming those 
who had fled, and inspiring a new generation. This was the war that Sabathiel had saved 
them for, and it was only beginning. But the first victory was theirs. 
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Recruit 

Whose life is unexpendable? Whose family is unimportant? Who among us would allow our 
brethren to die if we would only save our own skins? We are the best! We are the chosen! It is 
for us to fight! Look at your families, do you think you could tell them you cared not enough 
for them not to fight? Victory does not come from the soldier who is eager to fight, it comes 
from he who fights only that his children may live. 

—Captain Svorlen Majj, a recruitment speech on the eve of the 4th Lord’s Crusade. 

Training Yard 

In Bannor society men condemned to death for breaking oaths can be given temporary re¬ 
prieve from execution if they serve in the military. They sacrifice their title, property, relation¬ 
ships and even their name. To everyone else it is as if they died on the gallows. 

These men are known as Forsworn Brothers, and no matter their valor or accomplish¬ 
ment their execution awaits them at the end of the war. Their only reward is the opportunity 
to die in battle instead of in a criminals noose, and they pursue this goal with relentless devo¬ 
tion. 

The Order 

Junil, the elder of the Gods, had promised to stay apart from the conflict in Creation. No one 
knows why he decided to change that, some say it was to combat the influence of the Ashen 
Veil, others that it was jealousy. Regardless of his reasons, he promised salvation to the least 
of men and asked only one thing in return: unquestioning obedience. 

Orders from Heaven 

And the Lord did speak unto the warriors, and He did give commands, and He said: “I shall 
not suffer any to disobey these, my orders. But those who follow them, and heed their words, 
to those I can promise my protection and favor, they shall be my soldiers, and they shall have 
their reward at the end of time.” Hearing this, the warriors fell to their knees and promised 
their swords and their lives to the Holy War, and they were born again, and none could stand 
in their way. 

—3rd Book of Junil, 1st Chapter, 5th Passage 

Unquestioning Obedience 

By questioning the command of your superiors, you effectively question their judgment, and 
thereby challenge their position. Have you never stopped to consider that if these people are 
in command, then they must be the best for the job, or they would never have managed to 
rise to such a position? Do you presume to be smarter, or more worthy? Now, I won’t even 
begin to speak of the folly it would be to question divine commands. 

—Jasper Rendrahl, Captain of the South Gate, Precept of Order 
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Code of Junil 

Resolve the weaknesses of your heart 
Obey the laws of your providence 
Yield to the goodness that surrounds you 
Grant silence to those who betray it 
Bring wrath upon those who will destroy 
Inspire love of the righteous law 
Vest in yourself the Code of Junil 



Sphener 

The room was perfectly formed: identical grey tiles covered the floor and fluted columns were 
evenly spaced throughout the hall. Angels knelt or were seated according to their rank, which 
was also reflected in their dress, although the differences were often too slight for mortal 
eyes to recognize. In fact, the perfection of the chamber, from the exact proportions down to 
each fold in every angel’s robe, was so off-putting to mortal eyes that even the most precise 
couldn’t help feeling like he threw the room, or the entire heaven, out of balance by his very 
existence. 

Junil stood in the center of the chamber, unwavering. Words and reports were unnec¬ 
essary, there was no outward sign of stress or panic, yet every angel’s focus was on the same 
event: sacred ground was being desecrated. It was the Seven Pines, the place that the Com¬ 
pact was signed. It was sacred to many gods, but Junil had committed to keeping the area 
safe before the gods had agreed to the Compact, to ensure that the Gods and their emissaries 
could meet there safely, and now that oath wasn’t being kept. 

It was the Compact itself that caused the problem, it stated that the gods and angels 
couldn’t intervene directly with the affairs of men, instead they had to work through them by 
various limited and archaic means, none of which helped in this situation. Those loyal to Junil 
had been killed, struck down quickly through a form of stealth that obscured even the sight 
of the angelic watchers. 

In the Seven Pines, there were symbols for each of the gods that existed at the time of 
the Compact. The Svartalfar were stealing the symbols, all those except the symbol of their 
own god, Esus. Junil’s symbol was a sword and shield that hung from one of the trees in the 
glade. A Svartalfar assassin went to claim the symbol as a personal trophy. 

Sphener broke the perfection of the room and stood. The angel opposite him, who was 
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supposed to mirror his movements in every ritualized action, seemed confused. Was he sup¬ 
posed to follow, was this some ritual he had forgotten or was Sphener breaking the laws of 
the chamber? Other angels in the chamber, including Sphener s own lord, allowed a brief 
crease of annoyance to cross their foreheads to show their extreme disapproval of Sphener’s 
action. Junil showed no reaction. 

Sphener crossed the perfect floor and kneeled before the god of law. He spoke, fol¬ 
lowing the tradition of the few mortals that had come here to petition Junil, as an angel had 
never done so before. 

“Great lord, allow me to keep your promise and protect the Seven Pines. Cast me from 
the vault, take from me the divine essence and have me reborn mortal such that my actions 
will not break the Compact and both oaths will remain fulfilled.” 

Junil turned his eyes to the prostrate lesser angel. His hesitation was not from con¬ 
cern, but from a consideration of the possible outcomes: would Sphener be able to defend the 
Pines, was Sphener more useful in creation than he was in heaven, was there another way to 
maintain both oaths, what would keep the same event from occurring again? Junil turned his 
focus on the Svartalfar attackers and decided that Sphener could defeat them; the laws were 
clear, if an angel wished to fall, he could. 

Junil responded with only one word, “Approved,” and Sphener was gone from the 
chamber. 

The Svartalfar assassin smiled as he considered his own reflection in the sword’s gleam¬ 
ing blade. The sword was too heavy and long for him but it would sell for a lifetime’s wages. 
Then the sword was yanked out of his hands, he spun expecting to see one of his companions 
and found himself staring into the breastplate of an eight-foot-tall angel instead. 

The sword was functional as well as ornamental and Sphener cut him down. Like a 
scythe through grain, Sphener set on the rest, they were killed quickly, but it took longer for 
Sphener to replace all of the artifacts and remove any trace that they had been there from the 
Pines. When it was finally complete, he knelt and prayed. 

When Sphener ended his prayer, the Pines were gone; Junil had removed it from cre¬ 
ation to keep it safe. All that was left behind was the sword and shield. Sphener took them 
and headed into the woods. He had long been curious about creation and looked forward to 
serving Junil in this new role. 
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Valin Phanuel 

See Saverous , Rosier the Fallen 


Acolyte 

The aspiring Acolyte was taken to the roof of the basilica or temple, alone with the ranking 
Confessor. It was a ritual, but one the Acolyte had never before observed, and so also a test. 
Below them lies the city, with its teeming inhabitants. Merchants, soldiers, farmers, laborers, 
nobles, each on his own task. 

“Look out, my son,” commands the Confessor, “and tell me what you see.” 

“Order,” replies the young Acolyte calmly. 
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The confessor smiles. “How do you see order here? Each man follows his own will.” 

“Order is brought by the law. As we follow the code of Junil, we are able to cooperate 
with one another, bringing about the ultimate expression of order, civilization. Each man’s 
works contribute to the greater good without him knowing it, so long as those who harbor ill 
will are constrained by the law.” 

“What is the greatest temptation of the faithful of Junil?” 

“Mercy.” 

“Why?” 

“The children of mercy are redemption and injustice. To show mercy to the murderer 
is to show contempt for the slain, and to grant mercy to the thief is to impoverish his victims. 
The redemption of a foe is the greatest achievement, but by forgiveness without contrition 



one is only allowing future suffering. The brother who grants mercy to all sees compassion 
as his strength; in truth pride is his weakness and the seeds of future misery are sown in the 
community. Thus mercy must remain the discretion of the gods.” 

“And so what is your greatest calling?” 

“Obedience. Unquestioning Obedience.”This exchange complete, the Acolyte will be 
bathed and blessed, a full member of the Order. 

—From Chapter 2 of Reflections on the State Cults, by Elder Methyl of the Luonnotar 

Crusader 

The Crusaders are always at the front of the fight when the Order goes to war. When they 
are not dispatching their enemies to their false gods, the Crusaders are striding up and down 
the lines helping their wounded comrades or saying the final rites over those who have died 
at the hands of the ungodly. The Crusaders are a brotherhood of Hospitallers almost as old as 
the Order itself. Their ranks are swelled by faithful from all walks of life, because the armor, 
weapons and training are paid for from the deep coffers of the Order of Junil. Therefore the 
Crusaders consist of only the best warriors, priests and surgeons, regardless of whence they 
came. Some elite Crusaders may go on to become noble Paladins of the Order. Their bothers 
train to replace them when they fall in righteous combat. 

Bless 

May your enemies plot in vain, their schemes foiled; 

May arms raised against you fall harmlessly aside; 

May your courage never falter, your spirit unafraid; 
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And may judgment be true, for you follow the Code. 

Junil bless thee, brother. 

—ritual blessing of the Confessor 

Unyielding Order 

Order—Perfect, pristine, untouched and unquestioned. Every individual a part of the whole, 
performing like gears in a Heavenly machine. What could be more beautiful? 

—archmagess Sivayn ar Falas-Fana 

Law Magic 

Host of the Einherjar 

They are the souls of those who died in honorable combat, and eager to return to it. Dead but 
not gone as long as their legends are sung, the Einherjar can be called forth to fight against 
any odds, though if they win the battle they will stay to continue the fight, adding another 
verse to their song. 

.. .mithril powder to prepare the summoning ground as shown in Figure XIV. 

The circle is a symbol for the perfection and for infinity and thus it represents the 
plane of the gods. It surrounds the figure as we are surrounded by the heavens. This posi¬ 
tion—as explained in Chapter IV—clearly shows that the being we summon comes from the 
exterior and not from the interior planes, as for example hell—compare Chapter II, Figure 
Va. 

The four elements are mirrored in the four sides of the quadrat and the combination of 
the four elements thus represents our plane of existence. The four points where the quadrat 
meets the circle represent the common virtues of earth and heaven as expressed by the runes 
XIVatoXTVd. 

If the connection between circle and quadrat is not properly drawn the corresponding 
virtue will not be imbued into the incantation and thus... 

—Extract form “The Laws of Magic—Magic of the Law,” Chalid Astrakein 

Law Bringer 

A law bringer is summoned from the Vault; they are strong allies but refuse to attack units 
that are not a part of an evil army. 

Loyalty 

I knew what I had to do. The major was hardly the type of man that soldiers would follow on 
instinct. His father was an affluent merchant who, knowing his second son would be a much 
better heir to the business, had bought his first son a commission as a lieutenant. By some 
small oversight, his transfers always seemed to turn into promotions and he now stood on the 
eve of battle with an entire company at his command. I could tell the major knew nothing of 
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} the powers of the Overlord s army that lay before him. As he turned to address his men I be¬ 
gan my incantation. If, by some miracle, we are victorious, the survivors will have grand sto¬ 
ries of brave fallen soldiers. In any case, there will be none who succumb to the enemy’s tricks 
this day. 
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c7\rctwru, Ancjebqf cDedtfu 

Sidctr 

Shades, men who have traded portions of their soul for immortality, the Grey are detached 
from the events of the world. Only intervening to protect themselves or striking out to de¬ 
stroy undead (they see undead as aberrations despite their own use of magic to extend their 
life), they are happy to keep to their hidden cities out of the eyes, and the wars, of the young¬ 
er races. 


Sandalphon 

It was cold and foggy, the kind of thick, solid fog that can only be sustained in the man-made 
canyons of a city. Everything more than an arm’s length from the two walking figures started 
to disappear in the murk, so she had to stay fairly close in order to keep them in sight. Here 
and there, the soft glow of torches and lamps changed the color of the woolly vapor. She 
avoided them as much as she could. Casting shadows was not a good idea in her line of busi¬ 
ness. 

When she saw him in daylight, Sandalphon remained perfectly visible, as solid as the 
next man but with an unnaturally pale complexion, and dull eyes. It was as if the light never 
glinted off his pupils. In this foggy twilight, however, Sandalphon seemed to... blend. He 
seemed to glide in and out of it, or become one with it, vaguely luminescent. He did not ap¬ 
pear to be entirely solid. At any rate, it was impossible to say exactly where the fog stopped 
and Sandalphon began, even though it was not hard to actually distinguish him from his va¬ 
porous surroundings. The whole man was like an optical illusion. It was a rather disturbing 
effect. 

Unexpectedly, his voice, drifting back through the mist, was strong and commanding, 
not at all the vaporous whisper or distant hiss you would expect from his shadowy appear¬ 
ance. He was discussing the merits of being a shade with his traveling companion. 

Immortals must necessarily become creatures of habit in the end, she reflected. It was 
their weakness. Years of repetition set their lives in patterns, comfortable and predictable. 










Sandalphon’s most exploitable habit was these walks, giving those who are considering un¬ 
dergoing the ritual a taste of the life of a shade. 

“I never really missed love,” Sandalphon mused, as they ambled along between the 
taverns and shops. “Love, hate, anger, greed, and jealousy are just a few of the confusing, un¬ 
necessary emotions bound up in your soul. You soon realize that you are better off without 
them.” 

“Was there nothing you missed? Nothing you felt you were giving up when you aban¬ 
doned your soul?” As the acolyte asked the question, they turned a corner. Cursing, she swept 
after them. 

“Oh, of course there were things I missed. It took years before I got over the loss of 
pleasure of food, and smells, and music. All those things appeal to the base instincts. But in 
the end, they paled in comparison to the prospect of getting drunk on knowledge, of gorging 
yourself on all the wisdom of the world, which you have endless time to explore.” 

They kept walking, the acolyte asking questions, Sandalphon answering with calm cer- 
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tainty, their route twisting in and out of the city streets, never presenting a good opportunity 
for her to make her move. Silently, she kept pace with them, praying that soon she would 
have her chance. 

“But surely some shades get tired of their never-ending existence? If I am to join you, 
am I doomed to forever walk the earth, with no escape in sight?” the acolyte asked, as they 
turned the corner into a short road that ended in the mouth of a long tunnel. 

She could not follow them in there without making too much noise. It was now or 
never. She pounced. 

Sandalphon considered the question: “Suicide is always an option,” he announced at 
the same time as he straightened up, as if sensing a change in the texture of the fog. “It’s not 
that we cannot die, for example, a violent death,” he continued, making an elegant step to the 
left, and thrusting out his hand, grabbing the assassins knife-arm. “We can.” He wrenched 
the unfortunate assassin toward him, and for a split second he became very solid indeed, as if 
suddenly stepping out of the shadows and into a floodlight, as he snapped her head back and 
thrust her spine forward in one fluid movement that produced a sickening crack. “It’s just 
that we are very, very hard to kill,” he said, and let the assassin’s limp body slide to the ground. 
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Rathus Denmora 

The once-elves startled at the alarm. Even the obsidian-clad Perditioners broke their stoic 
watch to look toward the vortex. The ever-night was gone, light tore through the curtain that 
contained the veil and blinded the warriors who had never seen sunlight before. 

Rathus moved through the once-elves massed at the city’s edge. He moved among 
them unnoticed, an easy feat for a shade who often found it more challenging to be recog¬ 
nized or remembered by those he knew. After decades spent like this, you become something 
other than mortal, the world is as much a ghost to you as you are a ghost to the world. And 
you pay close attention to anything that stands out from that haze. 

Which is why Rathus was here instead of under that light. His friends, if he hadn’t 
slipped from their memory by now, fled the city to escape Haerlond’s edict. Their fate was 
their own now; Rathus meant to use the distraction to check out what the elves called the 
Malachite Palace, a dark ziggurat with a portal at its summit. 

The Perditioners were more observant than most and could see even into the ethe¬ 
real world, which allowed them to keep watch on anything coming through the portal. They 
might have seen him coming; fortunately, whatever magic was being used in the battle pro¬ 
vided all the cover Rathus needed and he slipped up and through the portal. He felt as if he 
awoke, senses and memories that had long been lost to him by his state were now restored. 

He was reborn. 

A blue-skinned angel stood before him, the angel was male but he appeared to be both 
young and old at once, as if he was a blue man in every stage of a full life, all in one unchang¬ 
ing form. He carried a set of chains in one hand and a key in the other, and there was a sword 
lying at his feet. 

“Any whose soul is unclaimed may enter my lord’s domain, but there you will remain 
until creation is ended. Is that your desire?” 


90 





Rathus was confused by the memories; it was becoming harder to focus on the present 
as the memories become more and more vivid, harder to tell if he was in this moment or an¬ 
other. But he managed an answer. 

“No, I came to see. To pledge service to Arawn in creation if he would have use of me.” 

“Arawn cares not for creation, his dominion is here; let the other lords bicker over the 
transient.” 

Rathus focused on the Angel, he had been well trained for this task, even to the point 
of being able to ignore pain and he used those skills now. For better or worse, he perceived 
the angel in all of his memories and held this conversation with him in each of them. Each of 
the angel’s thoughts was highlighted in different parts of his life, the bickering in the declara¬ 
tion of war by different religious factions, creation in the abundance of life, good and evil, and 



the transience in the eventual passing of everything he once considered permanent. 

“There are those who wield death as if they were Arawn himself.” 

The angel smiled. “The underworld is full of their victims. Holy or unholy, the path of 
these men is always the same, masses killed to further their goals or the goals of those leading 
them; lives cut short while theirs are extended beyond the appointed time. If you seek retri¬ 
bution, to thin humanity of those who monopolize it, my lord will not help, but I will.” 

The angel stepped back from the sword at his feet and motioned for Rathus to pick it 
up. The blade was lighter than steel and had green runes carved in its blade; the runes were 
unfamiliar to Rathus. It felt real to hands long separated from the sensation of touch. 

“Retribution?” 

“No,” the angel answered, “Balance. This is the Nether Blade; it will strike strongest 
against those whom the angels have favored most. Those who no longer fear death will fear 
you.” 

With that Rathus turned and left the portal. The Perditioners were set to receive him, 
pikes at the ready. Rathus assumed they would still be distracted by the escape; he would later 
discover that nearly a year had passed from the time he stepped into and out of the portal. 

Once outside the portal the world reverted back to the grey haze Rathus’s shade nature 
made it. Only the portal behind him and the Nether Blade seemed truly real to his senses. 
The blade’s green runes glowed as he raised the sword and the Perditioners shrunk back be¬ 
fore him. 
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Divided Soul 

Verdian moved slowly through the camp. The falling snow gave more notice to the alert sol¬ 
diers on the perimeter than he did, but he moved slowly anyway. He could be perceived by 
some alert or spiritually attuned individuals if he were careless, so he stayed out of the moon¬ 
light and followed the winds. The winds were stronger than he had expected at this time, 
even at the foothills of Tempus Mor. The snowfall was unseasonal as well, and he used that to 
his advantage, getting ever closer to the center of the camp without drawing notice. 

The guards at the large tent were less alert, but more experienced. One man was warm¬ 
ing himself by a large fire as Verdian passed, and his form was outlined in the smoke. The 
guard drew his scimitar and stepped back into the doorway of the tent, alert now though he 
couldn’t guess for what. Verdian took a risk and pushed past him. The guardsman felt the 
heat of the fire give way to a chill, but the tent was sturdy and should have blocked the wind. 
While a false alarm may bring some menial punishment and minor humiliation upon him, 
ignoring an intruder here could bring his death. He called out, “Lord Commander Decius! 
Awaken, I fear some magic about us.” Decius stirred from his rest on the floor of the tent, 
and other sentries rushed in. 

Emotion was tempered in Verdian, like his kin, and even more so when so far from his 
slowly beating heart. He felt neither irritation nor fear when he heard the sentry’s call, but 
pushed himself to action. Sidar divided souls would usually will their somnolent bodies to 
reunite with their spirits slowly, and all at once. This was more for their comfort than from 
necessity, however. Verdian’s hands appeared in the air above Decius’s chest, clasped together 
and holding a slim stiletto. Even as the muscle and sinew of his arms and shoulders followed 
he forced it to begin a downward descent, despite the pain this would cause him as the rest of 
his body took shape. 

The sentries were stunned for a critical moment by this spectacle, gasping in awe but 
unable to reach the killer in time. Decius had been forged in far more battles than the desert 
warriors he now led, and had seen and slain far more frightening apparitions. He rolled out 
of the way, saving his heart from the blade. Verdian pierced his upper arm and hopped back, 
drawing another blade. His form was now complete, and though his body complained of this 
painful transition, his will was stronger. 

Decius reached for his blade, or tried to. His arm was numb, and not from pain. If the 
poison coating the stiletto had reached his heart, instead... He pulled the attacker’s weapon 
out with his left hand and prepared to parry. He didn’t have to, for by now his men were sur¬ 
rounding him. Decius finally got a chance to get a better look at Verdian, but the garb that 
obscured showed only that he was a human man. “You aren’t the one I expected,” he said. 

Verdian needed but a moment to concentrate, to separate. His soul would be unable to 
be bound by strong arms, and if he could get beyond the bounds of the camp he could pull 
his body back to him. Sandalphon would need to know he had failed his task. Rathus and the 
others would hopefully fare better against their targets. He closed his eyes, pushed away from 
his body... but was drawn back with a cry. 

Decius held a torch against the hunter’s body. “I’m afraid we need to have a chat before 
you leave. Who are you and why did you try to kill me?” 
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MercUridju 

Basium broke the Compact. He was an angel under Arawn, but when the Compact was 
signed, he refused to give up the direct battle with the demons. He and a small host of other 
rebel angels disobeyed their lords and kept fighting. They spend their time split between time 
on creation and in Hell waging their war directly. They can be found anywhere demons exist. 
They care little for people, they are only concerned with killing demons, and are often con¬ 
fused with demons because of their single-mindedness and their rough warlike appearance. 

Basium 

There is a word in the angelic tongue for “love.”Three, in fact. There are words for “mercy,” for 
“compassion,” for “tender kindness.”The closest word to be used on this particular medium is 
carved upon his left forearm: “prudence.” Like the word he just finished upon his chest, “jus¬ 
tice,” this is prayer in his native tongue written in blood and pain upon his now mortal flesh. 
“Holiness,” across his cheeks. “Wrath,” along his right forearm. “Judgment,” his brow. “Cour¬ 
age,” down his torso. Each a prayer to gods he turned his back on. Attributes of divine judg¬ 
ment he seeks to cultivate within his soul. 

He was just finishing carving into the fingers of his right hand when two young men 
approached the lord, dwarfed by his stone-faced sergeants that led them. “What... what is he 
doing?” 

“It is a prayer... with every pain, I beg for the strength to finish my task.” He rose. He 
towered over even his own mammoth soldiers. 

The other man gulped. “But aren’t you... aren’t you a god? To whom do you pray, 
m’lord?” 

Basium turned to face his men. “Why do you disturb me?” 

“I am Lars Lort, lord Basium. We wish to join your cause, me an’ Kobe here. A horde 
of Infernal beasts destroyed our hometown, we were the only two survivors.” 

“Then take you a sword—we march on the morn.” 

“Well, sir, if we may,” said Kobe, “we two are more than mere sell-swords. See, we’ve 
a bit of magic between us, that’s how we survived the assault, by hiding invisible like. But 
we were watching and we learned something. Wait an’we’ll show you.” Without waiting for 
prompting, the two young mages began their spells. Basium took a long, slow breath, the 
rune on his left arm throbbing. 

It was the sulfuric smell that first alerted Basium. All his muscles tensed at its arrival 
before he was able to recognize the presence of his enemy. Curiously, the balor stood motion¬ 
less in the middle of camp. “Isn’t it great?” Lars exclaimed gleefully. “We watched how the In- 
fernals gated in reinforcements, but we figured out how to put the ward of command around 
it ourselves. With us around, you can fight fire with fire!” 

Basium leapt upon the Hell-beast, wrapping his bare fingers around its neck. Smoke 
began immediately to hiss from the demon’s skin, and in moments flames began to lick 
at Basium’s fingers. On each of the fallen angel’s fingers was carved one of the five angelic 
names for the Most Holy One. The balor writhed in pain, breaking free of the Lorts’s simple 
command warding in the process. He whipped at Basium with his tail, raked his back with 
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his claws, bellowed with an unearthly roar, all to no avail—the Mercurian was unshakeable. 
Eventually the demon was reduced to an almost pitiful writhing and moaning until all that 
was left was a hellish smell and hissing puddles of black blood. 

Basium rose, and stalked towards the two mages. “You call forth a balor in my own 
camp? Let me show you what I do with fire—I extinguish it!” Basium roared. Lars felt his 
brother’s warm blood splatter on his face before he even noticed that Basium had drawn his 
war hammer. He never noticed the second swing. 

Basium walked back to his mat by the fire-pit. He picked up his ceremonial dagger, 
and began to trace the W on his arm. 

See Also 

Chaos Marauder 
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Angel 

I died as inanimate matter and arose a plant, 

I died as a plant and rose again an animal. 

I died as an animal and arose a man. 

Why then should I fear to become less by dying? 

I shall die once again as a man 

To rise an angel perfect from head to foot! 

Again when I suffer dissolution as an angel, 

I shall become what passes the conception of man! 

Let me then become non-existent, for non-existence 
Sings to me in organ tones, ‘To him shall we return.’ 

Angel of Death 

One may not escape the angel of death, nor say to him, “Wait until I put my affairs in order,” 
or “There is my son, my slave: take him in my stead.” Where the angel of death appears there 
is no remedy. 

Death Magic 

Lichdom 

If the gods desire one thing above all else, what is it? Allegiance? Worship? Ethical codes? 
Easily forgotten. Their primary concern is their sovereignty, as our rulers’ sovereignty is theirs. 
The gods resent like no other those who are able to subvert the rules that they have writ¬ 
ten into the universe, and the most utterly impartial law of creation is death. Remember this 
whenever you encounter one who has found a loophole in this law, the undead. 

Skeleton 

Kept alive by dark and ancient magic, Skeletons are the spirits of explorers who never found 
their way home, condemned to wander the frozen wastes for eternity. Though they seldom 
foray into the lands of the living, they will not hesitate to attack hapless wanderers of the 
wild. 

The wars that spread across the Age of Magic consumed untold numbers of lives—eager par¬ 
ticipants and unfortunate victim alike. This left many empires lacking in young men to con¬ 
tinue the wars. Clever mages found a dark solution to the problem in the art of necromancy, 
raising fallen soldier to continue fighting. 

Nearly all of these mages are long dead, as are the empires they served. Some skeletons 
still wander the tundra, fighting wars that no longer matter. Their blows are no less dangerous 
to those once dealt to them. 






I loved my chosen: how then to face the day when she left me? 

So I cast upon her body a single spell—perhaps, to love her again. 
—Unknown Author, On the Various Applications of Necromancy 


Spectre 

A sudden cold struck the village. As the panic grew, dark clouds covered the sky like night. 
There was no face without fear, there was no place to hide. They were doomed, and they knew 
it. Futile prayers of salvation could be heard amidst the cries of the children and the laments 
of the old. 

Red lighting struck, opening an abyss in the middle of the village. And a foul beast 
crawled from beneath, shrouded in shadows and engulfed in vile flames. There would be no 
sunshine for those in its path. 

Wraith 

The lingering darkness that chews away at a man’s soul; the unseen echoes of long-distant 
cries in the night; the murderous malice of timeless death... Wraiths are ephemeral creatures 
wrought of the fears and hatreds of Mankind. Only the truly skilled necromancer can give 
them form, and only the truly foolish have the will to do so. 

During the Age of Dragons, the gods battled across creation. They fought over land and 
souls, until Dagda enforced the Compact. The Compact established rules for the relations 
between the angels, including providence over the souls of the living. When a person dies, 
regardless of race, his soul is brought to the vault of the deity he served in life, knowingly or 
not. 

But some people are bound too closely to their earthly life, and when they die they 
cannot leave this past life behind, lingering in echoes of memories. The loss of this pre¬ 
cious life, the frustration of dreams that will never come to be darkens the heart of the spirit. 
These desires drag the soul into the Infernal Plains. The soul arrives in Hell, where nightmar¬ 
ish shades whisper to the soul, making him relive his darkest memories over and over. After 
some time, centuries in some cases, the mind and will of many fallen spirits are broken this 
way, some of these spirits vanish, while others are devoured by the whispering fiends and oth¬ 
er animal-shaped Hungry Ghosts, spirits whose reason vanished and who exist only to sat¬ 
isfy their most primal desires. Some spirits survive the mind-shattering whispers and change: 
they become spectres. 

Spectres are fallen spirits who recovered clear reason. Their appearance and personality 
are similar to what they had in life, and these will never change; the falling process galvanizes 
their soul to this shape. These spectres group themselves in hopeless communities to defend 
themselves from a highly hostile environment, but they keep the dreams and wishes they 
had in life, dreams and wishes whose realization is almost impossible in that hellish place. 
Dreams and wishes that don’t go away, memories of the lost ones, that will to not disappear, 
nothing fades from the unchanging soul of the spectre. 

During the Age of Magic, a Black Sea appeared by the shores of the razor-glass plain 
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r of Naraka. The sky in Hell is starless, but the waveless surface of the Black Sea reflected stars, 
stars that are not from Creation. Rumor spread that its waters were capable of making spec¬ 
tres lose their memories, dreams and wishes, of making ones self disappear. Many spectres, 
bored with their grey afterlife, pilgrimaged to the Black Sea, washing away their heart. But 
the dark waters don’t wash away everything; a husk stays behind, a husk that is animated by 
ominous will. These beings are called wraiths, a creature so unnatural that they are hated even 
by the fiends. After they are born on the shores of the Black Sea they float to a sinister tower 
in the middle of that sea, a windowless tower of infinite height, and no man knows what ex¬ 
ists inside. 
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Amuri teA 


The Amurites have no ancient history, no glorious empire in the Age of Magic to hearken 
back to or trace their lineage from. In terms of civilizations, the Amurites are newcomers on 
the world stage. Nevertheless, they are a force to be reckoned with, feared by some, and re¬ 
spected by all. Part of that respect stems from the tremendous magical power the Amurite 
armies command, but no small part of it stems from the incredible story of their genesis. 

The Amurites call themselves the Children of Kylorin. According to their own legends, 
the arrival of the archmage Kylorin saved the Amurite people from obscurity, or possibly 
extinction, during the Age of Ice. Not even the Amurites know exactly why Kylorin picked 
these people as his chosen folk, but they maintain that it was because of a particular strength 
of character. 

Whatever the reason, when Kylorin appeared he changed the fortunes of the tiny, 
struggling clan that had been the Amurites. For years he lived in their midst, taking new 
wives as his old ones died of old age or in childbirth, leading the Amurites to a level of or¬ 
ganization and advancement unrivalled by any other nation in the Age of Ice. Generations 
came and went, but Kylorin remained a constant, working towards some arcane goal with the 
Amurites as his willing and joyous tools. Whether through magic or sheer force of will, he 
remained young throughout. 

Until, one day, Kylorin strode out of his home. His face had aged many years, terrible 
purpose shone in his once soft and kindly eyes, and a magnificent blade hung faintly glowing 
by his side. With no farewells and no apologies, he went forth into the icy wastes and never 
came back. Soon after, the Thaw began. 

He had, however, left behind a powerful gift: his children. Through the years there 
had been quite a few, and they all carried latent magical abilities. Though the advancement 
made during the guardianship of the immortal wizard started leaking away during the Thaw, 
Kylorin’s powers remained. Throughout the years, the children of Kylorin intermarried with 
the rest of the Amurites, and the abilities spread, making the Amurites the civilization that is 
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most magnificently in touch with the magical currents of Erebus. 

This link has affected every aspect of Amurite life. They run their nation like a great 
magical school, training as many of their young as possible in, at the very least, basic magic 
skills. Their schools are so famous, they even attract those with magical abilities from other 
corners of the globe to join their ranks. The Archmages and Headmasters of the schools and 
universities act like an aristocracy in a nation that does not really have one, wielding great po¬ 
litical power beyond the walls of their institutions. 

As with any large collection of scholars, the Amurites are mired in scholarly bureau¬ 
cracy, the most insipid form of administrative quagmire known to man. The Archmages, like 
professors, are frequently involved in petty squabbles over obscure matters that develop into 
personal feuds. Positions and knowledge are jealously guarded and hard to obtain; potential 
rivals are stonewalled at every turn. It is easy to become a mage in the service of the Amu¬ 
rites, but it takes a shrewd, powerful and unscrupulous practitioner of magic to rise to the 
apex of magical power. 

Above all, the Amurites have come to worship magic for its own sake. Their fascination 
with all aspects of magic is so deep that they do not feel hindered by petty alignments and 
concepts of “good” and “evil.” Any avenue of magic can be explored, but some branches, like 
necromancy, are governed by strict laws and regulations, in order to prevent abuse and disas¬ 
ters. Justice for a mage who ignores these laws and starts dabbling in the regulated branches 
without obtaining the necessary permission is merciless, final, and in keeping with their fasci¬ 
nation with the uses of magic, rather spectacular. No possibility is left for a repeat offence. 

Since the Amurites do not feel themselves confined by the alignments most nations 
follow, they are treated with a healthy amount of distrust by good and evil civilizations. Evil 
civilizations dislike the regulation of the dark and chaotic spheres, good civilizations are wor¬ 
ried that they are not forbidden entirely. While not specifically hated by any, they have trou¬ 
ble making truly close allies. However, they don’t feel they need any. As long as they are left 
in peace to conduct their magical experiments, they are happy, and wise rulers respect that. 
Those few who have crossed the Amurites and felt the fire of their arcane might have no de¬ 
sire to repeat the experience. Many have not been left the option. 


They didn’t belong to a common civilization or heritage. They were just the scattered tribes 
that survived close to Letum Frigus until Kylorin united them. Under one banner they be¬ 
came the most powerful empire of the Age of Ice and changed the world. 

But a common lineage does unite them now. Kylorin’s blood runs through his many 
children, and in that blood the strength of a former age, of a time when men were more than 
the desperate animals they have become. Newly formed they are an echo of past triumphs, 
and they will forever bring those glories into new ages. 


Kylorin 

At my hand the first empire of man was won 
For me long faithful men bled and died 
Yet I was the one to which this treachery was done 
This truth I knew but my timid lips denied 
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That a disloyal heart each night beside me lied 
My queen who spent her love upon another man 
That heart, which I desired most, I could not command 

To flee that gilded hell I sacrificed my life 
From the tower into empty night I’d fly 
What pain is death compared to a faithless wife? 

What hope exists to one who’d rather die? 

So I stood upon the parapet and cried 
“Come death, rend my flesh, gather my soul 
Tear from me, this tragedy, this gaping hole” 

No answer came from the chill November night 
Only wind and echoes from a city far below 
Until from deep within the pale moonlight 
Came a goddess wreathed in a pallid glow 
“Answer me, most mortal king, for I would know 
If I returned your love and you weren’t dead 
Would you forget your oaths and follow me instead?” 

I’m not mad enough to think that burning spirits can 

Remake this loss, restore my past undone 

And you cannot make us understand 

That with even the most silvered tongue 

Loves remains can never love become 

Or heart won through cheat is ever truly got 

Or that this pain would cease if mind forgot 

If you’ve no hope left then leap to death 
Else hear my words and enter this shadowed door 
But I promise even if you don’t draw breath 
This pain will follow you to Arawn’s shores 
And in death you will possess hatred even more 
For I know the dead; they are wounds unhealed 
And if you leap now, to this your fate is sealed 

So came I to learn from the Goddess of Pain 
Ceridwen, breaker of men, maiden of the mask 
Many aspects she has and more vile names 
She taught me how to avenge my past 
And have my wife reborn so that our love might last 
Sorcery, her gift to me, would sustain my life 
And instead of death would reincarnate my wife 
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Born anew I could find and woo my wife again 

Her mistake erased I’d have my perfect queen 

With her death and newfound life she’d make amends 

And I would remain forever as a king 

In time the happiness she’d bring 

Would make worthwhile this twisted sacrifice 

For Ceridwen’s gift had come at a price 

Two hundred years I stayed as undying king 
My lands, once fair, ruled now by arcane might 
Through generations of my people and my queen 
I alone remained and changed to Ceridwen’s delight 
A cruel terror who commanded flame, death and night 
I demanded that every man should come to obey 
The least of my desires, which grew each passing day 

Another Eve had passed, this time by my hand 
After a break of years I went to seek her out 
I found a young woman working on my lands 
I approached and told her all about 
The bond between us but she had only fear and doubt 
Those eyes, once trusting, were now full of tears 
Seeing the monster I’d become in all these years 

She destroyed me in the centuries before 

And now thought for this I was the one to blame 

I returned to the life she now claimed to abhor 

And left her in the fields her life unchanged 

I approached her reborn forms but it was the same 

Always revulsion at what I had become 

And through any lie her heart remained unwon 

My mages maintained Ceridwen’s demands 
Most of which had been trained by me 
My kingdom destroyed by my own hands 
The first empire of man a cruel theocracy 
Devoted to Ceridwen, enforced by sorcery 
And I alone remembered times more fair 
It was far more than my guilty heart could bare 
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A bloody rebellion started, which I lead 
My empire became an arcane battleground 







1 


As the gods had warred now man did instead 
Landscapes were lost, forests, mountains, towns 
Untold numbers unto Arawn’s shores were bound 
In the end the great empire of man was gone 
From it only shattered countries would go on 

As ages pass these countries war against 
Each other, forgetting once they were as one 
Or how their bitter squabbling commenced 
With an ancient love betrayed their war begun 
Loves remains can never love become 
The same is true for kingdoms split apart 
Warring nations shattered by my heart 

What of my queen across these centuries? 

At times I glance her as our fates entwine 
Sharing a few words or lives married 
Occurs unforced as allowed by time 
Love’s strongest bonds are those that loosest bind 
Her life to me, and mine spent trying to repay 
My debt of sin to the men my acts betrayed 

“The Khazad have withdrawn into the earth, and the ore follows them.” 

—on Mining 

“Strike well, you not only craft a sword but the will of gods and the salvation of our world.” 
—on Smelting 

“Despite the teaching of Ceridwen, the power of sorcery is available to any who would claim 
it. It isn’t just the force of our oppression, but the tool of our liberation.” 

—on Sorcery 

“I had a dream of a city plunged into the abyss, a place of eternal night and fire. Those people, 
surrounded by demons, are fighting to return to creation. They have hope in a barren world 
and memories of the joys of this world. 

“Yet here we stand in their paradise and see nothing but loss around us. You have not 
seen victory beyond a single successful hunt, and often too many days between those. The 
empire of men has been broken, but we will reforge it here. We will fight through this world 
and claim it again for men, and if those in hell do return there will be a world here worth 
their efforts.” 

—speaking to the Amurite army at the battle of Adenshire 

See Also 

Pagan Temple 





Dain the Caswallawn 

He fiddled with the pieces of clockwork mechanism, shuffling them around the tabletop, lift¬ 
ing a cogwheel and mounting it on a pin, then giving it a little tip to make it spin. Technol¬ 
ogy was fascinating stuff, although Dain had never really had the time to learn anything be¬ 
yond the basic tricks of how it functioned. 

Although he was greatly impressed by the men who could use mechanics to do such 
amazing things, he did not see the point. Why build these elaborate things to work your way 
around the laws of nature when it was so much easier to simply manipulate the laws them¬ 
selves? 

He did realize, however, that magic and its practitioners were something of a rare com¬ 
modity, making these toys and parlor tricks necessary. Magic could solve everything, but it 
was often easier to do without. Just press a button, or pull a lever, and it happened. No need 
for great feats of concentration, time-consuming runes or incantations. 
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Dain remembered the time he had spent as a siege-mage—as human artillery, he cor¬ 
rected himself—in the wars. It had been sheer misery He remembered the smell of blood, 
and sweat, of soiled garments and fear. The wails of the wounded, the clamor of battle all too 
close, and the cold, squalid, wet camps where the Amurite mages, weak as they were in hand- 
to-hand combat, huddled, waiting to be made use of where no device man’s ingenuity would 
suffice. Above all, Dain remembered the unease, the overhanging feeling that they would 
never get out of the whole mess alive. 

Still, Dain would not have things differently. Advanced war magic with extremely 
well-trained mages wielding it meant the Amurites had the luxury of foregoing cumbersome 
and time-consuming heavy siege engines. It provided them their edge in wars and allowed 
them to survive and prevail in fights with much more powerful foes. Sometimes, their magic 
was all that was keeping them alive. 

You couldn’t expect to go anywhere in the Amurite magical hierarchy if you did not 
have the courage to spend time in the wars. It was a form of... job requirement. And so, Dain 
had fought, killed, suffered and survived, survived the wars, and survived his colleagues. He 
had laboriously struggled to the top, and now, at the end of it all, he sat playing with the bits 
of a clockwork astronomical device. The dwarves were exceptionally good at making these 
knick-knacks, Dain knew. The Khazad powered their mines with them, the Luchuirp com¬ 
bined them with magic, to give them life, of a sort. 

Could this mesmerizing object, this soul-less, functional bit of cunningly-fashioned 
metal, bound by laws stricter than any of man’s imagining, constitute a threat to him and his 
people? Even the most lowly Amurite was, to some extent, above the law! 

He shook his head. He was becoming distracted and distant. He had become so used 
to losing his concentration like this that he was no longer sure it whether it had started as 
an affectation to lull his opponents or a handy personality trait that he had deftly exploited. 
Looking around the scantly-furnished room, he realized that the sun was a lot lower than it 
should have been. 

Feeling a pang of regret at dismantling the time-piece, he swept from his chamber. 
That, at least, was one thing at which cogs and gears would always best him. Keeping time. 

See Also 

Theatre 

Hyborem’s Whisper 


Valledia the Even 

“Is it done?” 

Sammuel offered only a painted shell as proof. He wasn’t the most talented of Valle- 
dia’s wizards, but skilled enough in the magic of the mind and soul to do what was required, 
and particularly unhindered by morals that can conflict with such a task. 

Valledia nodded and excused the wizard from the chamber, he bowed and slunk out, 
seeming a jackal to her eyes. But she was no better, her hands were just as bloody for ordering 
him to the task as he was for completing it. 

She sat and considered this while she waited for the Caswallawn to arrive. He was ever 
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late, and as undisciplined as he was talented. When finally he arrived he was rushed, as peo¬ 
ple who cannot keep time always are. 

“You have released Sammuel from the prisons? He was convicted of unapproved nec¬ 
romancy, of sustaining a creature’s life past natural means!” 

Valledia didn’t answer. 

“He should have been killed for his experimentation, there is no balance in what 
he was doing, he threatens to incur the wrath of the gods on all of us. First you order him 
spared, now you let him go. What were you thinking?” 

“Incur the wrath of the gods?” 

She knew Dain wasn’t religious, he had been listening to the priests ramble on. He 
started again. 

“He broke the law, why shouldn’t it apply to him? What is special about this man that 
he should flaunt our restrictions while others are punished justly for them?” 

“His life is mine to give or take, as is your counsel. Go on to other topics, you won’t re- 
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ceive anything that will satisfy you with this one.” 

Dain began to argue back, but he sensed a gravity in her that he didn’t understand. She 
wouldn’t be moved on this matter, and Valledia had her reasons even if she wouldn’t share 
them. She was as stubborn and logical a creature as he had ever met. 

“Fine, to this truce then. The priests say that the Elohim are withdrawing from their 
war with the Infernals.” 

“And?” 

“The Infernals are not as weak as some suppose, if they are agreeing to peace with the 
Elohim then it is only because they wish to carry on battle somewhere else. The Elohim are a 
powerful force and they must see easier targets to feed upon, the Bannor, the Lanun, or us.” 

Valledia waited to see if he would continue with his logic, but for all of his arcane skill 
he had a disappointing inability to anticipate the future. 

“The priests are right, at least on this, the Elohim have already agreed to peace. What 
would you have me do about it?” 

“We need to go to Cahir Abbey and meet with Einion, to talk him into resuming this 

war.” 



“Do you think that we could convince Einion to go back on his word? To forfeit a 
signed deal because if he doesn’t sacrifice Elohim lives we might have to sacrifice Amurite 
ones? Or do you think that even attempting to do that will not only fail but draw the Infer¬ 
nals wrath at our attempt, and we will have the war you fear so much.” 

Dain began pacing. Although shortsighted at times he was an Amurite and once pre¬ 
sented with a logical argument he would consider it carefully. He reached out to a burning 
brazier that hung in the chamber and his finger cut the smoke into twin plumes. At Dain’s 
silent command the smoke gathered and formed itself into two images, one of Hyborem and 
the other of Einion. He studied both of them, looking for some sign of their nature in the 
fabricated images. He spoke slowly as he thought through each statement, trying to see if 
there was anyway to work around it and finding himself trapped by them. 

“Einion won’t break his truce. Hyborem will attack another civilization. If that civili¬ 
zation is us, we will likely die. Do we have something Hyborem wants, something we could 
trade for peace if we needed it?” 

“What would a demon want except to kill?” 

“Is there a reason you suspect that he will attack the Lanun or the Bannor instead of 

us?” 


“No, like most predators he will go after the weakest of his targets, that is us. Ready 
your wizards for war, it will come to us. Slip the firebows from the coastal borders to those 
we share with the Infernals.” 

Dain nodded, understanding the situation. Understanding that diplomacy was lost, he 
turned his mind to war. 

“I will begin to train adepts to sanctify the land, no doubt we will be facing the taint. 
We may want to consider a show of support for the Order, they could be strong allies soon.” 

“You are right, I will handle the Order, stay to your mages.” 

“I should go, I have much to do.” 

Valledia nodded and Dain turned to leave. She stopped him before he left the cham- 
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ber. 


“Dain, I have foreseen this war and moved to save us from it. Though the night will be 
long, morning will come. The Elohim will rejoin the war, as they have borne a great enmity 
against the Infernals and wont be able to watch us fall to them. When the Infernals have tak¬ 
en our border cities and march toward our capitals we will go to them, talk of those we have 
lost, and they will break their truce and join us.” 

“They bear no love for us. Their hatred for the Infernals must be greater than I imag¬ 
ined.” 

Valledia only nodded. 

“He was our father in every way, our protector, and teacher. He raised our civilization from 
the shadows of humanity that was left after Mulcarn’s triumph. He did this by the giving of 
his blood. In battle he bled alongside our armies, and when no other mortal dared go further 
he walked on alone. But he also shared his blood with us through his children. There were 
many, by multiple wives and each bore a mark of his unique heritage. These children were as 
men from the Age of Magic, and the power of that age coursed through them. After the fall 
of the white hand, after Kylorin left us, the legacy of the generations that came from him are 
his eternal gift to the Amurites.” 

—on Children of Kylorin 

Belenus 

He would have been killed, but he already looked dead. He was obviously Doviello, covered 
in the hides of various animals and stood nearly a foot taller than any of the Amurites. He 
lumbered through the fortifications, ignored warnings and would have been shot down there 
had Kylorin not raised a hand to stop the archers. 

He had been attacked by something in the wild, but those weren’t the wounds that 
were killing him. Far more fierce is the cold and even his thick furs couldn’t protect him from 
it. He moved as one whose extremities were eaten by frostbite. 

He fell before Kylorin. Looking up he seemed at once relieved to have made it and 
distraught that this was so much less than he imagined. 

“I am Seterim, once a clan lord and champion among the Doviello. But I have aban¬ 
doned them, come to offer my strength to you, to rage against the White Hand instead of 
merely living off of their scraps. I have seen enough of winter and death, and heard the sto¬ 
ries you tell of a time before the storms. I wish to fight for a return to that time.” 

At this Seterim sobbed openly. 

“But I have nothing to give, I have already failed. The blizzards set upon me, stole the 
strength that I meant to give to you. Mulcarn punishes those that betray him and in my hu¬ 
bris I somehow believed I was different.” 

Kylorin listened to the man’s tale. He was a good father to the Amurites, but more cal¬ 
culating than compassionate at moments like these. He didn’t offer the broken man comfort 
or empty consolation, only a question. 

“How did you survive the blizzards at all?” 

Seterim thought. The past few days had become clouded in his memory, the desire to 
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reach Kylorin was his only consistent thought. Then he held out his hand and opened it to 
reveal fingers that were untouched by frostbite and a glowing red crystal inside. 

“I found this in the wastes, it is warm and held the chill away enough to keep me alive. 
Will it help you? I gladly offer it to you if it would help.” 

Seterim was excited by the thought of his trip, his sacrifice, somehow being of use. 

That he hadn’t forfeited his life for nothing. 

Kylorin took the crystal and turned it over in his hand. 

“It’s a mana crystal. Long ago thick veins of these were changed by mages into vari¬ 
ous forms. This used to be a part of a fire node, probably shattered by the fall of the Queen of 
Fire. Yes, this will be very useful. But useful to you and not me.” 

At that Kylorin chanted, it was obvious to everyone that he was not of this age. He was 
tall and regal among men who were little more than savages, sharp of mind and body where 
humanity had fallen lax. The Amurites would have worshipped him as a god had he allowed 
it. He seemed capable of things they didn’t even understand. 

At his words the crystal floated and burst into flames. The crystal darkened until it 
seemed the dark center of the fire writhed within it. Long asleep the crystal looked like a 
beast once beautiful, now fallen to ruin. The beast twitched and screamed, sending the crystal 
shooting out of Kylorin’s control and into the snow. 

No one was more terrified by the sight than Seterim. Kylorin went over and picked up 
crystal, it had reverted to its red form but the fire remained around it. He then walked back 
to Seterim. 

“Give me your sword.” 

Seterim did so without question. Kylorin spoke a prayer to Nantosuelta and the crys¬ 
tal melted into the hilt of Seterim’s sword. For a second the sword itself seemed to burn, and 
then it cooled back to it original form. 

“Keep this crystal with you and it will give you strength in battle and empower you 
against the enemies arrayed against us. The life that you knew is over. Seterim died on those 
frozen wastes. You are Belenus now. Rest here and you will grow strong. Your strength will be 
need soon.” 

With that Kylorin gave him the imbued sword and Belenus was born. 



“If I were going to kill a god, I’d want more than a broken sword.” 
—on Metal Casting 


See Also 

Lugh the Wolf 


Caerbulin 


“My father found an island where there was no winter, where the ground burns as if on fire.” 

Some elders believed the boy, most didn’t and laughed to themselves at his stories. Ky¬ 
lorin was familiar with these sorts of tales, every clan had a myth of a paradise that wasn’t 
ravaged by blizzards. A confused memory of a former age, or hope for the next one. 

“And your father,” Kylorin asked, “where is he now?” 

The laughing stopped, once the village had believed Caerbulin’s father and they had 
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paid for their false hope. 

“He tried to lead a group of men back to it, they didn’t return.” 

In another time Kylorin may have been more gentle. But this age didn’t reward gentle 
spirits and he needed strength, not dreams. Kylorin leaned close so only the boy could hear 
him. 

“You father was either a fool or a liar. There is no paradise, at least not while the white 
hand survives.” 

Kylorin’s attempt to limit the conversation was useless. No one except Caerbulin heard 
what he said, but the word’s effect on the boy were dramatic enough that everyone under¬ 
stood there meaning. 

Caerbulin ran out of the council chamber. 

As the elders restarted their debate, Tyris whispered to Kylorin: “The boy will be fine, 
he is strong and will become stronger if he gives up these tales. His father’s death weighs on 
him.” 

Before Kylorin could answer Caerbulin came back into the chamber, dropping skins at 
Kylorin’s feet. The elders had all seen the skins before. They were very different than the ani¬ 
mals they knew but after losing the hunting party they decided that they were just strange 
skins, not evidence of any burning island. 

Kylorin picked up the skins and looked them over carefully. 

“Do you know what they are?” Caerbulin asked, “Do you recognize the wolf skin with 
the short black hair?” 

“Yes, it is from a panther, a hunter that dwells in trees and leaps down on its victims.” 

“And the length of cracked skin?” 

Kylorin stretched the skin out across his lap. “This is from a snake, a creature without 
arms or legs. They cannot survive in the cold.” 

Caerbulin grinned as Kylorin handed the skins back to him. 

“Forgive my doubt, your father found exactly what he described. I had thought these 
species extinct. It is good to know that there is a place that the white hand cannot reach. Be¬ 
cause of your faith in your father we may find a place the storms do not touch.” 

Epona 

“Why did you come to us?” 

Kylorin pulled the blankets more closely around them. He was patient to her endless 
questions. 

“To reforge the Godslayer, to end the white hand, you know my purpose.” 

“No,” Epona wondered if other new brides spent their first night asking questions, 
“Why us, why start with our clan? There are a dozen clans nearby, some with up to 30 people, 
ours is no different.” 

Kylorin smiled, “That is simple. I came for you.” 

Epona laughed, simultaneously unbelieving and pleased with his response. Kylorin 
continued his explanation. 

“When I first spoke in front of your people I described a world the rest of your clan 






could barely imagine, vast cities, lawful government, professional traders and craftsman. A 
land with placid oceans and plentiful orchards, that sustained life instead of threatening it. 
You alone believed me. Later, when I told you details of this forgotten age, you could imag¬ 
ine the cobblestone streets, the sentry towers and children’s classrooms. These words rang true 
to your ears, these visions came easily to your mind because you have seen them before. You 
have lived in that age.” 

That night as they slept she dreamt of her life in a palace, garbed in exquisite gowns 
and jewelry and attended to by courtiers. Kylorin was in her dreams, unchanged in appear¬ 
ance but somehow younger and less wise. Her dreams showed her many lives. In one she was 
a farmer’s wife when Kylorin had come to treat her and her newborn daughter after a diffi¬ 
cult birth. He had been a cobbler once. She was his wife and mother of a large family. In one 
life they had just shared a carriage ride, talking as strangers. 

In the morning she asked him if everyone is reborn when they die. 

“No. You are eternally of this world and will never pass from it, no death or sorcery 
will break that cycle. And as long as you stay, I will fight to stay with you.” 

“When I die, if I am reborn elsewhere, will you leave here to find me?” 

“No. This war must be fought, and it may take generations. You are bound to this world 
and it is being destroyed. To protect you, to give peace to your lives to come I have to shatter 
Letum Frigus. There may be generations, entire lives where we don’t see each other. You will 
take other husbands because you forget, I will take other wives because the bloodline that 
I carry must pass on. If there is to be another age after this one, mankind will need it to re¬ 
build.” 



Epona thought about it, tried to imagine everything he was telling her. 
“I was a queen.” 

Kylorin smirked, “You still are.” 


“The god of hibernation does not easily rouse to change but he is no fool. He will gather his 
strength if he perceives a threat, and that strength is considerable.” 

—on Winter 


Govannon 

Mage guilds, established in every kingdom, ostensibly exist to serve the ruler by training up 
a new generation of magical adepts. In reality, most wizards are extremely reluctant to share 
their power, and their guilds are often used to retard the spread of their craft. Aspirants face 
circular regulations, years of drudgery, and a fanatical hoarding of any useful texts. The best 
of the arcane masters worry about the corrupting influence the power might exert upon an 
unready mind and soul. Most, however, jealously guard their power for more selfish reasons. 
A desire to retain the prestige that their secrets grant them for some; others suspect that the 
power they share is a resource like any other and fear its gradual diminishment. Many are 
simply absorbed in their studies, and abhor the thought of taking time away from their own 
growth to supervise a bumbling apprentice. 

Not so Govannon. He is a spiritual as well as a physical descendant of Kylorin, believ¬ 
ing that creation will only be complete when human society is at every level imbued with 
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every power the gods used in creating it. He teaches beggar children how to turn rocks to 
bread, young men how to push their bodies beyond physical limits, and young maidens how 
to inspire their champions with a crystalline image beyond the etchings of mundane memory. 
This selfless patience in his utopian pursuit rankles the magical Amurite aristocracy to no 
end, but his power rivals the strongest of them, and the queen has realized the potential in an 
army trained by Govannon. 

Govannon’s old weathered lips merely smile when reminded of the consternation that 
he causes. “It is proof,” he says, “that it is not the arcane power that corrupts, for how could 
the power of creation cause harm to the created? It is the secrecy, and more, the false esteem 
in which these so called wise-men are held that warps their minds.” 



Firebow 

The mage lords of the Amurites in the Age of Rebirth often cloistered themselves away in 
their towers to study, meditate, or experiment, wishing to ignore the outside world entire¬ 
ly—even if there happened to be a besieging army outside the city walls. To help ensure their 
tranquility, a special city defender was designed. Especially gifted and loyal archers are given 
focused training in fire magic, allowing them to enchant arrows and generate fireballs to 
more persuasively ask their attackers to leave the Amurites alone. 

Codex Edda 

The Codex Edda—a code of laws and history, a guide to all aspects of life. A text so impor¬ 
tant to the Amurites it is almost the subject of veneration, and the second most important 
pillar of Amurite society after Kylorin himself. There is an entire organization of scribes re¬ 
sponsible for guarding the Codex, as well as for amending and developing it. For it is a living 
thing, evolving, developing, growing. A thing of beauty that will pass into legend and become 
a much sought after treasure even in future ages. 

Metdmdgic 

Djinn 

Djinn are water spirits especially revered by desert peoples. Made of swirling mists, they nor¬ 
mally have a human size and shape but have been known to play tricks on travelers by hiding 
inside bottles or lamps. Their ethereal nature allows them to access mana freely, though many 
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djinn don’t bother with the practice required for useful spells. Even when they have abilities 
their masters lack, they’ll often demand answers to riddles before performing commands. 
Many conjurers have searched for ways around this quirk, though the wiser ones will spend 
their time acquiring a sense of humor. 

Floating Eye 

A spell that found particular use in the harsh and dangerous Ice Age; magical energies are in¬ 
voked to conjure this partly organic, partly ethereal entity, which becomes an extension of the 
mage’s senses, allowing her to see and prepare for danger, before danger sees and eats her. 

Kraken are a rare but terrifying sight for any sailor, and a potent weapon when commanded 
by an Overlord’s priest. Even in death, their bodies contain potent magics and can be used in 
a variety of minor spells. The massive eyes are especially useful, able to be enchanted to give a 
priest vision of a large area nearby. 

The Overlord priestess stood quietly on the seashore, her long flowing robe dancing in the 
storm. She could have done this anywhere on land, but nowhere did it feel as real and invigo¬ 
rating as by the sea, by the storm. 

“Oh mighty masters, hear my call,” she spread out her arms and raised her eyes up¬ 
wards, towards the storm rising above the sea. “My body and mind are yours to command, 
my sanity but a tool at your bidding. Honor my sacrifice to you, and grant me the sight of 
your servant.” Intoning the words, she could feel the might that lurked deep below the waves, 
the ancient and inhuman power. The overwhelming sensation was enough to blind her to 
the living world, threw her mind into a deep blackness that contained only the ever-stormy 
nightmares of the overlords. In the horrible, chaotic maelstrom of bizarre sensations and feel¬ 
ings never meant for mortal eyes, she forced her will, shaped in her head the image of a twist¬ 
ed, many-eyed octopus. As she concentrated on the vision, two of the fish’s eyes were torn out 
of its head in a sXimly plop. They stared at the chaos around them and floated in the air, un¬ 
touched by the raging water and wind. 

“Your eyes shall be mine,” she said in a dry whisper, reached out for the eyes and closed 
her fist around them. As she felt the large, slimy things against her skin, the storm in her 
mind quieted and she once again stood on the shore. 

“And my eyes they will be,” she finished, now seeing with two pairs of eyes as she 
opened her fists to reveal the gifts of her gods. She said nothing more as she lowered her 
hands and willed the eyes to rise up in the air, go out and spy upon the enemies of the Over- 
lords. 
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Leviathan 

No one knows what happened to the Aifons. There was a prophecy of destruction, a sense of 
foreboding and a coming darkness that went on for years. Strange events became more fre¬ 
quent, animals that lived in peace with the Aifons turned violent, animals were born with de¬ 
formities and the most spiritual suffered horrible nightmares. 

The omens were so prevalent that their most promising young adventurer was sent 
to sequester help. What he found was all bad, without exception every prophet foretold his 
death and the death of his people. Some told of even worse than death, of eternal loss. Some 
just fell to tears when they tried to augur his future. 

Trenton never did find out exactly what could cause such destruction, but he did find a 
way to stop it. A ritual that would allow Danalin himself to enter creation. 

The quest for it was a long one and Trenton met and learned a lot about the Godswar, 
the Compact and Godslayer. He talked to Branding of the Grigori about the role of the gods, 
and priests of most of the good and neutral religions. In the end he stood upon the island 
home of his people the day before their prophesied doom and considered his options. His 
friends were around him, the ritual was in hand and he had everything he needed to perform 
it. But he decided not to do it. 

Maybe Trenton didn’t believe that the threat was real. Maybe he though it was just a 
trick to restart the Godswar. Or maybe he knew that even though what he did might save his 
people, it would eventually destroy many more. 

The next day was still and silent. Children played in the water as the adults sat and 
waited nervously. Every solider stood vigilant guard under the silver symbol of their people, a 
bottomless triangle that many assumed was a shark fin but was in fact the central mountain 
of their island home. Despite Trenton’s decision not to perform the ritual Danalin still loved 
his children and awoke the greatest of his creations to protect them. Chief among these was 
the great Leviathan who swam deep beneath the island awaiting any attack. 

The peace was shattered by a sudden flood of irrational cries and prayers from the Ai¬ 
fons, then nothing. No souls passed into Danalin’s vault, none passed into Arawn’s under- 
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world. They were simply gone. 

The islands themselves are uninhabited now, though there is evidence people lived 
there (both above and below the water) the entire area is tainted with the same influence the 
Aifons had noticed up until the attack. But there was nothing left of any of the people, Tren¬ 
ton, or his companions. 

The only creature to have survived the attack was the Leviathan, though he has been 
driven mad by it. He is now a mindless killer taking every opportunity to destroy any life he 
comes across. If the memories of the attack remain in the Leviathans mind, they are nothing 
but haunted visions that drive him on. 



LcinUn 

As the ferocious monsters were removed from the seas with the signing of the Compact, man 
expanded into them, and these first explorers were the ancestors of the Lanun. There were 
still beasts such as Leviathan and giant turtles to contend with, but these were not insur¬ 
mountable obstacles to the brave men on those early, leaky galleys, and later triremes. Dana- 
lin offered these men his guidance, and they formed friendships with the otherwise elusive 
Aifons, those men most close to the sea god who lived in underwater cities. Island communi¬ 
ties of Lanun developed, each with their own customs, but sharing most of the values of the 
mainland coastal Lanun cities, a love of freedom and adventure, guile, and a flexible sense 
of honor. When Kylorin solidified his rule of Patria and began to incorporate neighboring 
kingdoms into his empire, by force if needed, the distant Lanun freely pledged. They only 
bothered to enforce those laws they agreed with, however, and allowed fugitives to flee aboard 
ship and seek their fortunes on the waves. Occasionally a Lanun city would be punished 
for this, though their trade routes made them too valuable to make an example of. Patria 
soon collapsed, as wars broke out between the wicked mages and those seeking redemption 
for the world of men. The Lanun happily aided both sides, taking fleeing mages across the 
waves and then selling ships to the Patrian fire priests seeking them down. Then their world 
was shaken by the gods, as Bhall’s rain of fire and Mulcarns conquest brought civilizations 
crashing down. The seas were made more hazardous by huge icebergs that could tear a ship 
to pieces before being seen, and some Lanun communities were in fact completely isolated 
by encroaching ice. Further imperiling Lanun seafarers during this time, their priests lost all 
contact with Danalin, and their rituals began to behave in unexpected ways. Those Lanun 


114 




c 

r 


crews who were still willing to brave the seas found great fame and wealth trading between 
distant tribes, though this often made them a target of the blizzards and many crews were 
never heard from again, including the ship captained by Malus which carried an artifact from 
Cassiel into Amurite lands. 

Eventually the ice receded, and the Lanun were reunited. They found they barely knew 
their kin, as crew in different locations had evolved quite different outlooks and values. This 
wasn’t a problem for the Lanun, though, for each captain rules his own ship in the manor he 
sees fit. The sea captains are where the real power in Lanun territory lies, for captains outrank 
provincial governors and can conscript any person for any reason. The only authority a Lanun 
captain acknowledges over him is another captain to whom he has given his word, though 
as always the word of a Lanun is somewhat fleeting. The real problem is that the ocean is no 
longer quite as welcoming as it once was, and whereas they could before seek the aid the god 
of water, those petitions are unheeded now, or worse, answered by strange creatures which 
emerge from the depths. 

Some Lanun captains retain the carefree spirit of their people despite this new chal¬ 
lenge, while others, like Hannah the Irin, embrace the darker nature the seas have taken. Fal- 
amar sees himself as a dashing rogue. He tends not to kill the victims of his raids (claiming 
that would keep them from bringing him more loot), and he is an excellent swordsman and 
charming leader. Hanna is everything he isn’t. She is the storm personified, temperamental 
and powerful. She has had entire cities razed for a perceived insult, and rules not by charm, 
but by fear. Which view will prove more effective in the new Age is yet to be seen, but as al¬ 
ways there is room in the Lanun for each captain to choose his or her own path. 


Falamar 

“Release me at once or taste steel, cur!” 

Falamar gazed at Rhoanna in mock anguish. “Milady is displeased by the accommoda¬ 
tions? You are welcome to leave at any time, of course, and I’m injured by the insinuation that 
you are anything but a guest.” 

“I have business too urgent to put up with your pranks.”The lady paced about the Cap¬ 
tain’s quarters, armor clanking with every step. “Return me to my vessel, or I am as good as 
your prisoner,” she said, glaring at the waves. “Or did you expect me to walk?” 

“You know, I’ve seen that done, and it isn’t all that impressive.” The Lanun picked up 
one of two goblets on the heavy wooden table and took a delicate sip. “The magic helps, sure. 
But the real trick is to not look down.” 

“Do not—” Rhoanna paused and clenched a fist tightly as the ship swayed on the 
waves. “Dragons take you and your seas! Don’t change the subject! I need to be aboard my 
own vessel on my own course.” 

“Ah, well, it seems that one just can’t buy good help these days. No sooner had we 

brought you-and that delightful air conjurer—aboard, than they headed for the horizon. 

Without telling me where they were going! Although, I do suspect I’ll see them again, the 
captain is my brother-in-law.” 

“Is there no honor on the seas?” the Hippus queen moaned, as she slumped into the 
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chair across from Falamar. 

“Do try the wine, my dear; our fall 157 vintage takes the edge off the sea pangs. As for 
honor, I’d wager mine against any sell-sword from the steppes... present company excluded 
of course. We have our own rules on the waves, ‘tis true,” Falamar rose and walked around the 
cabin, picking up a large bottle which contained a replica of the Maidens Delight , his flag¬ 
ship. “But I think you’ll find them to contain a certain measure of honor. A captain’s word is 
law on his ship, but a crewman is free to leave at any port. We may have a wife in every port, 
but our mistress, the sea, is eternal. A man makes his fate with his own two hands, but we all 
wind up in the drink eventually. A Lady’s virtue remains sacrosanct—unless she can be per¬ 
suaded to set it aside like a suit of armor, soon to be made worthless by the sea air.” 

Rhoanna pulled out a dagger from a sheath hidden in the plates of her armor. “Fasci¬ 
nating. Pray tell, what are the rules of the sea with regard to eunuchs?” 

“Galley slaves, usually, and it’s good to see the sea hasn’t robbed you of all your spirit. 
Speaking of robbery, you did want to return to land, did you not?” 













She glared at him for a minute, then sighed, and said “Name your price, Sea-King. I 
need to reach my company at the Grigori border. Our contract has been... renegotiated, and 
if I don’t inform my sergeants, the honor of the Hippus will indeed be worth little more than 
that of sea thieves.” 

“There are a few trade contracts which could only draw us closer... as nations, of 
course. Awaiting just your signature here, dear lady.” Rhoanna looked them over, muttering 
about extortion but made her mark. 

Falamar watched as Rhoanna and her companion bounded down the harbor, away from the 
Maiden’s Delight and towards her duty. “Where to now, captain?” 

“Not just yet, Sharwin.” He kept watching, eventually a frown playing on his normally 
implacable visage. She was almost out of his sight. He began to reach for his spyglass. 

Rhoanna slowed at the edge of town. Slowed then stopped, and almost against her 
will, certainly against her better judgment, turned around. She gazed at the Lanun ship for 
several minutes, the wind pulling her hair towards the sea. Then she returned to her quest. 

Falamar smiled. “They always look back. Always. Sharwin, head for Balseraph waters. 
They have a vintage that should be ripening now.” 

“How dull is land, that you should sleep and wake up in the same place. Give me the currents 
of the sea that I should ever awaken in new lands.” 

—on Seafaring 

“The magic helps, sure. But the real trick is to not look down.” 

—on Water Walking 

Hannah the Irin 

Dreamers, worthless vagrants whose only use was receiving the visions of the Overlords, sur¬ 
rounded the chamber. Each lay in a shallow recess, and 27 thin bone needles pierced them in 
different places. The needles were hollow and filled with wax from whale fat and unholy re¬ 
ligious oils, while in each a wick burned. As the wax melted, it seeped down the needle into 
the dreamers’blood, this was what induced the visions. 

Most of what they said was gibberish, nightmares and twisted memories. They repeat¬ 
ed verses to old lullabies, held conversations with imaginary people, and talked in languages 
no one could recognize. But occasionally it was more than that. 

These dreams were always preceded by the dreamers’ screaming. New Zealots always 
considered opening themselves up to receive the dreams directly, to speak directly with the 
Overlords, until they heard the screams. 

Then the voice came, a variety of voices but never that of the dreamer. The message 
was given, the Cultists would faithfully record it and worship at the sides of the recess. The 
dreamer was always mentally scarred by the contact, most were only good for two or three vi¬ 
sions before they were replaced. 

But there were rules to dealing with the dreamers, they were sacred objects. Their food 
was specially prepared, they were kept clean and groomed and they weren’t exposed to any 
sound or sight that could distress them, until Cinnia. 
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Cinnia was a favored dreamer of the Overlords, having received seven visions and all 
the Cultists except Koun of the Ninth Ring agreed she was fit to receive more. Her eighth 
vision was her last, the Overlords spoke through her in three voices. One yelled in outrage 
threatening a great wave would destroy the city if atonement was not met. Another spoke of 
the future, of a human terror that would lead and destroy men, the “Kraken of Fields.” The 
last voice screamed in pain, it was broken and the Cultists were never able to decipher its 
message, for it was cut off halfway through the messages of the other two. 

For weeks the Cultists debated the meanings of the visions. Koun argued that Cin¬ 
nia should be killed, that her sacrifice was the atonement the Overlords demanded. Each day 
they watched the sea, fearful of a coming wave. Then the Cultists noticed that the sea was be¬ 
ginning to recede, to pull away from the city. The water was gathering somewhere distant, the 
wave was coming. 

They rushed to the chamber, worshipped beside Cinnia, asked for guidance on how to 
appease their masters. They stayed there until one of them noticed Cinnia s stomach had ex- 
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panded slightly. A sorcerer confirmed it, she was pregnant. 

The rest of the day was chaos. A dreamer had been befouled, and only Cultists had 
. access to them. Under threat and coercion they found who had done it: Koun of the Ninth 
Ring. 


Koun was sacrificed at the beach and the wave never came. Cinnia was taken from the 
chamber and tended to. She died in childbirth, but gave birth to two girls, one was stillborn, 
the other survived. 

The Cultists decided that the child was too dangerous to be kept in the temple, so she 
was given to a Lanun ship captain to raise. He named her Hannah the Irin, after being told 
she was a twin whose mother and sister died in childbirth. 

Hannah became as temperamental and powerful as the sea itself. She left her father’s 
ship at 15 and led a mutiny against her next ship’s captain to take it from him. That ship, 
which she renamed the Desecrated Vessel became feared by military and merchant ships alike. 
When the time for war came, pirates flocked to her flag. Unaccustomed to central rule, the 
Lanun follow Hannah, too afraid to do otherwise. 


The Black Wind 

Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than you’ll e’er see! 
Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than the navy! 

Listen me hearties an’ I’ll sing ye the tale, 

Of the a fearsome ship, aye, Hell did send 
Out of the depths, in a midnight gale. 

The fabled vessel name o’ Black Wind. 

Cunning was the captain 
Of this dauntless vessel fair, 

Though they never plundered but a coin, 

‘Twas always nough to share! 

Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than you’ll e’er see! 
Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than the navy! 

The boat herself was a sturdy old gel, 

Nigh invincible they’ll tell you, 

Her hull was strong, and the mast as well, 

She could take whatever you’d do. 

Why they say she rammed a Queen o’ the Line 
Cloaked in the fog, dead a-winter 
You think that stopped a ship this fine? 

Well—least they had a carpenter! 

Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than you’ll e’er see! 








Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than the navy! 

The crew was brave, the terror o’ the seas, 

Hardened men of every stripe, 

The bounty on them could have pleased 
Even the greediest type. 

Ol’ Black Wind s crew was the boldest lot, 

That’s why they’re in our chanteys, 

This verse goes out to their wildest plot, 

When they stole ol’ Hannah’s panties! 




Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than you’ll e’er see! 

Oh, heave and ho, and away we go, faster than the navies! 

—Lanun pirate chantey 

Guybrush Threepwood 

Out of work since Lucasarts isn’t making any more Monkey Island games (please please 
make another Lucasarts!), Guybrush has accepted work in our mod. According to his re¬ 
sume he is “Pirate Extraordinaire,” captain of numerous vessels and master of the art of insult 
sword fighting. 

Guybrush was quickly adopted into the Lanun ranks where he found Falamar to be a 
kindred spirit. He described Hannah as a cross between LeChuck and Lemonhead of Skull 
Island. We aren’t really sure what he was talking about. 

Malus 

Malus wiped his blade in the snow and began walking back towards his home. “I was a good 
man,” he said. “Am a good man. Now, Rory, don’t ye start, cheatin’ at dice don’t count, ‘twas 
all in good fun.”The cold wind whipped around Malus, but he paid it no heed and continued 
speaking. “I’m a good man. That’s what pa always said was most important, your good name. 
‘If the weather takes ye,’he’d tell me, ‘You’ll still have your good name to out live ye.’That’s 
why you must honor your word and be kind to strangers, lads.” 

“Now Farrik, me mate, don’t you go bringing up that village! That was Rory’s idea, and 
ye knows it!” Malus paused at the base of the ladder, and his shoulders sagged. “Alright, Far¬ 
rik, ye’re right. I was captain. It was my decision, and I earn my part of the blame. How was 
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I to know it’d go so bad? We had goods to trade, barrels of salt and whale oil, dyes and furs 
from across the ocean. That should have been more than enough to trade for supplies until 
we could get our ship free. Curse this ice! Curse this ice and its god!” Malus opened the door 
to the cabin, squinting in the darkness. 

“If only we’d never come to this land. We had all the rest of the world to trade with. 
None could match your skill at the wheel, Worrah, lass. Not once did the ship but kiss a 
‘berg, nor go afoul in blizzard after blizzard. It was my fool decision to land here, so close to 
the Illian capital, and try to trade with these tribes.” 

The clouds parted briefly, and sunlight, if not warmth, crept in though the cabin win¬ 
dow, showing a grisly scene. Malus bit his lip when he saw it again. “Ah, lads,” he sighed. “The 



villagers’ supplies would not have lasted them long, if they couldn’t find our tiny crew for but 
a week. And after that—It wasn’t my idea! Degov struck the first blow. I would never have!” 
Malus turned his back on the corpses. All save one was stripped from the waist up with gap¬ 
ing holes in their chests, the last source of meat for miles, feasted upon in a frenzy. The fifth, 
fully dressed in the trappings of a Lanun captain, was frozen to the core, even the chunks of 
human flesh in his stomach. 

There were no footprints leading to Malus, despite the fresh snow. In Erebus, spirits 
do not leave tracks, even in the Age of Ice. If some astute ranger nevertheless was able to fol¬ 
low his path back, he would discover the body of a young hunter. The hunter abandoned her 
quarry when a fascinating sight had caught her eye. A specter struck her dead with one blow 
from behind before she could come close. Long mad with shame and self-loathing, the spirit 
would do the same to anyone who came close to learning his dark secret. 

Boarding Party 

Most of the Lanun army is conscripted to serve as deckhands at one time or another. Those 
who show aptitude at sea are trained to be boarding parties, fearless (after enough grog) and 
deadly (at least on sea) these sea monkeys are ever eager to swing to an enemy vessel and dis¬ 
patch the crew, claiming the prize for themselves. 

Pirate 

Pirates are the scourge of the seas. Fast, nimble, and totally heartless, they attack without 
warning and leave nothing alive. These less-than-admirable qualities make them excellent 
weapons to counter the naval ambitions of one’s enemies. Privateers are mercenary pirates, 










chartered by a civilization with one goal: attack everything not flying the right flag. Used ef¬ 
ficiently, pirates can completely disrupt an enemy’s naval trade and coastal industry. 

See Also 

Harbor 



Octopus Overlords 

The power beneath the Aegean waves is said to be more powerful than any other, but the 
Overlords are unfocused and follow a thousand different obscure agendas. The Disciples of 
the Overlords dare not expose themselves directly to the conflicting commands of their mas¬ 
ters and instead use the poor as intermediaries. They are quickly driven insane by the process, 
which the disciples prefer as it keeps them from manipulating the message. They also share 
the process of turning a warrior into a drown, undead thralls, a process with few volunteers. 

See Also 

Domination 
Graft Flesh 
Mutation 

Message from the Deep 

I was adjusting the mainsail, getting ready to head home after a long day at sea, when sud¬ 
denly I felt it. A terrible presence situated thousands of feet beneath us. I thought I was going 
mad, until I saw my expression mirrored on the faces of my crew. Something was down there, 
and had I known then what it was, I’d have headed for the shore and never sailed out again. 
—Reaghar Yor, fisherman 


Mind Stapling 

Freedom of religion, freedom of speech and freedom to protest one’s government. All are 
meaningless without freedom of thought. 

—Sayrin Nures, Speaker of the Tide 


Temple of the Overlords 


It lay at the heart of the temple, a strange amalgam of pearl and coral, a thing touched by 
the power of the Overlords. A living thing, it was constantly rippling, the way a stormy sea 
ripples, and we could hear its ripples in our minds, the music of distant waves. From the mo¬ 
ment when I saw it, I knew I shouldn’t have come, but some other part of me rejoiced, drawn 
to its lure like a moth is drawn to a flame. 

The priests held gatherings at the beginning of each week, open for all. Newcom¬ 
ers would need to be taken to the chamber with the coral, while the rest of us knew the way, 
even the ones who’d only been there once before. From the moment we stepped to the sur¬ 
roundings of the temple, we could feel the faint whisper of the waves, guiding us towards the 
temple’s heart. We approached and outsiders always felt unnerved, unable to tell why, only 
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subconsciously noticing the slight wave in our shoulders, our bodies picking up the rhythm of 
the chamber. 

We would gather around the coral and dance and laugh and celebrate, seeing strange 
visions of a vast kingdom, now buried under the sea. As the hours passed, the dance would 
grow faster and faster and the music would grow louder and louder. Only that the music was 
only in our heads, an intoxicating storm that was sweeter than any nectar. We were drunk on 
the coral, ready to do anything, and more than one child was conceived with a total stranger 
on those nights. Sometimes the priests would join into our celebration, but most of the time 
they would just stand aside, watching, waiting. 

The nights always left me exhausted, my body in pain after I had neglected its limits. I 
worried about going too far—every year, there were some who’d die of the exhaustion—and 
occasionally I tried to stay away. But the music of the waves would always haunt me in my 
dreams, a faint tune stuck in my head, infuriatingly just a little too quiet to be heard. And the 
visions that I would have after a good temple night! I was a poet and an artist, and nothing 
could leave me more inspired, nothing could compare to the poems I would compose after 
listening to the corals. Was it more for the sake of myself or my art, I’m not sure, but I always 
found myself returning after a while. 

One of the priestesses seemed to take a special interest in me when I returned after an 
exceptionally long absence. She never said anything, but I could feel her eyes on me when I 
danced, thoughtful. I would catch the occasional whisper as she discussed something with the 
others, though I never made out any exact words. 

After several such nights, something in the music crazed me in a way it had never 
crazed me before. My dance was wild, my visions feverish, my body screaming in ever-in- 
creasing agony as the night progressed. I could see the others growing tired and leaving, but 
I could not bring myself to stop, could not leave the coral that suddenly seemed to only be 
singing to me. I could see in the dance of the others that they did not hear the same tune as I 
did: their rhythm and their steps were all wrong. So when they left I ignored them, knowing 
that they were deaf to the true music I was hearing. 

Then, when I was alone save for her, the priestess came and joined my dance. Her 
dance was perfect, in complete harmony with the waves, and I watched her, enthralled by the 
beauty I suddenly saw in her. I sought to imitate her elegance, but my own clumsiness was 
apparent to me—but she did not seem to mind, for she only smiled. She took my hand, and 
continuing to smile, she led me away from the coral, to a part of the temple I had never been 
in before. I paid no heed to my surroundings—the ecstasy of the coral was nothing compared 
to the pleasure of her attention, every muscle in my body shivering each time she looked at 
me. I was lost in her, the details of her body being like a vast, deep valley I could never climb 
out of. 

It never crossed my mind to protest as we came to the pool and she pushed me into 
the water. I felt something grabbing my arms and legs and pulling me down, but the priestess 
smiled at me, and her happiness was all that I cared for. I opened my mouth to sing a song of 
praise for her, and it was only then that I realized I was underwater, water filling my mouth 
and my lungs. For a brief moment, panic filled me and broke the spell—I screamed, and the 
priestess only smiled in return. 
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The priestess still smiles at me, in a strange amused way that I have a hard time deciphering. 
It has become hard to think at things, after the drowning. It is much easier to kill, those that 
the priestess tells me to kill. 

For a moment, I thought I felt a distant memory when I crushed the skull of the first 
people the priestess told me to slay. She must have seen my confusion, for she laughed in her 
angelic voice. With a happy gleam in her eye, she told me that the corpses at my feet were 
those of my wife and children. I looked at her and the bodies, and there was another mo¬ 
mentary feeling of recalling something, but the words bore no meaning to me. I looked at the 
corpses and shrugged, and we left, her joy echoing in my ears. 

I’m the bodyguard of the priestess, now. For as long as she is happy with me, the music 



of the waves will never leave me, and that is all that matters. 

Hemah 

They called him an affective dreamer. It was a horrible attunement with magic that few were 
cursed with; what he dreamed became real. 

When he was 12, Hemah saw salamanders playing on the wet stones. They were like 
living pieces of painted mercury, tiny dragons who had an entire primordial world under¬ 
neath the dock behind his home. They hissed at Hemah, as if confidence alone would keep 
him from squashing them. 

That night the hisses came again, but lower, echoing through the small stone house. 
Slick painted demons broke through the walls. With forked tongues, they scuttled through 
the shadows and grabbed Hemah’s parents, dragging them from the house. 

He slept through it all. In the morning, the neighbors’ screams woke him. Most of 
the house had collapsed, only his room remained standing. The neighbor’s wife was a round 
woman with a voice so high she seemed to squeal like the pigs she and her husband raised. 
She rushed in and threw herself on Hemah, checking to make sure he was okay. They told 
him to close his eyes before they led him out of his room, but he looked. 

Claw marks, blood, everything was broken... and his parents were missing. They 
searched everywhere for them, but couldn’t find them, but Hemah knew where they were. He 
led the pig farmer and his wife to the river behind their home and looked beneath the dock. 
That’s where they found Hemah’s parents’ broken bodies, their mouths stuffed with so much 
mud their throats had exploded. 

Since then, everyone who has gotten close to Hemah has died, not that those who 
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don’t know him do much better. One morning, he awoke to find the entire population of the 
small village he was passing through was simply gone. Sometimes creatures are created that 
live well after he awakes. People are killed, women are raped. Men are made into puppets for 
the night, forced to play out scenes from Hemah’s subconscious over and over again. 

Some say Hemah isn’t a mage, he only dreamt he was once and he hasn’t forgotten the 
dream. Others wonder if the Overlords found Hemah and caused his dreams, or if Hemah 
dreamt of the Overlords and created them. What is known is that as dangerous as Hemah is 
awake, he is even more dangerous asleep. 

See Also 

Beltane Cycle 
Kithra Kyriel 

The Tale of Saverous 

Prelude 

I was the Burnt Priest’s thrall for 17 years. A mindless creature, my will completely subjected 
to his. No more than a puppet who played out the darkest of his desires. He had thralls for 
many purposes, mine was to kill. 

A thrall is not unfeeling, just unchoosing. I felt exactly what he wanted me to. If he 
wanted me to feel remorse, I did. If he wanted me to delight in the pain and suffering I 
caused, then I did. Most of the time, because he didn’t care, I felt nothing. 

He was killed just over three years ago. I stood in the middle of a Bannor swordsman 
phalanx, a mountain of dead bodies around me. Easily three feet taller than the largest sol¬ 
dier, I was an unstoppable gray giant. Glowing runes covered my body, making me stronger, 
making my skin harder than stone, his power coursing through me. 

The moment he died I had my first real thought since the day he found me: it was one 
of confusion. The massive obsidian cudgel I wielded, that was always in my hand, was sud¬ 
denly so heavy. It was covered in gore and blood, its sharp edges glistening. The end dipped 
toward the earth. I wondered if I should exert more force to hold it up or grab it with both 
hands; that was my first real thought. 

After 17 unthinking years even a simple decision is paralyzing. He had been killed, in 
that instant his conjured legions returned to their remote worlds. The magic that strength¬ 
ened me failed and my mind was free. A cry of triumph went up from the armies of the Ban¬ 
nor, cheering by men granted the gift of life on a day most thought would be their last. And I 
stood only blankly staring at my heavy club. 

I was chained, dragged from the battlefield and kept under close guard by men waiting 
for any excuse to kill me. But they didn’t need the chains, what was I going to do? Did they 
think I could jump up and run out of the camp, tear a tent pole from the ground and attack 
a guard with it? The choices were overwhelming. I felt my bladder growing slowly strained 
and then the warmth of my own urine spilling onto my legs. And I just sat and waited for the 
voice that commanded me to return. 

For all of their purported devotion to honor, the armies of the Bannor would have 
killed me had it not been for a diminutive herbalist named Pontif Elim.The single dissenting 






voice, he claimed I was another victim of the Burnt Priest. Even a greater victim than those 
slaughtered at Prespur, those the army strove to avenge. He claimed I was not dangerous. 

For weeks he cared for me, feeding me, giving me water. The only way at first was for 
him to command me to drink it, yelling and screaming he could force me to swallow. That 
was the limit of his control over me. My mind sought a voice to lead it, and with all his ener¬ 
gy he was able to get me to swallow, to keep me from dying. I wanted to follow, but my mind 
wanted the return of the Burnt Priest’s voice. 

In time he could have controlled me. In a few weeks he didn’t have to scream as long 
or as loud. I could have been an automaton again without any magic at all. But then he 
stopped telling me what to do. He sat the food in front of me and I stared at it. I was starv¬ 
ing and I wanted him to tell me to eat it so badly. My feelings had returned, my desires were 



slowly coming back, but I still couldn’t do anything. 

The first few times he had to break down and tell me to eat the food. But each time 
he waited a little longer, each time I grew hungrier. Until finally I slowly, incredibly slowly, 
reached out and picked up the piece of cheese in my hand. I held it unbelieving, my head 
lost with the concept of getting the fist-sized piece of cheese into my mouth, my stomach 
screaming for it. And I did it. I raised it to my mouth and ate. 

Pontif jumped and screamed. The tiny man’s white robes and beard bounced randomly 
as he cheered. He leapt and hugged me, it was too much for my throbbing head and I shut 
down again. 

He struggled to maintain his composure the next time I ate. Standing as far from me 
as he could in the cramped barn he had converted to my home he watched in glee as I ate 
nearly half a cooked chicken. 

Then he began moving the food around. He had always set it right in front of me, on 
the closest side of faded red tack box I used for a table. Then he started moving it away. Again 
my mind was overwhelmed by the decisions. But in time I got used to this as well. 

One day he had set the food far enough away that I had to crawl to get to it. I had 
done it a few times before, it was a slow process but I picked it up relatively easily. But on 
this day after I crawled to the food I just sat and stared at it. For almost two hours I stared 
at the crusted bread. Pontif watched, afraid I had suffered a setback on such a minor part of 
the task. But after two hours I reached out and picked up a furry caterpillar that had crawled 
onto the bread. Setting it carefully aside I then reached and ate the bread. That was the day I 
truly awoke. 
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Act 1: Chapter 1 

The dreams were horrible. Any twisted vision a man could imagine couldn’t compete with 
the nightmares. Other men may imagine people dying, innocent people suffering, the wails 
of a mother watching her children being torn apart and consumed by demons even as she 
is devoured. The looks of so many whose courage lead them to war, their whole lives lead¬ 
ing up this confrontation, years of training and prayer. That moment where they were broken, 
when they realize that it was all for nothing, that good would not triumph. They looked up 
with that realization, that there was no hope. Trapped inside the prison of his body Saverous 
agreed with them, there was no hope. 

Prespur was the worst. The town was unprepared for the attack. The Burnt Priest 
showed some restraint, unwilling to travel far beyond the cracked lands of the Osul moun¬ 
tains. But a charismatic hero had gathered a sizable force, and led them into the mountains 
to kill the Priest. Who was more responsible for the deaths at Prespur, the Priest who ordered 
the attack, or the hero whose own pride set the events in motion? 

The hero’s group was destroyed to the man but the Burnt Priest was unable to accept 
neighbors who would allow an attack to occur. He ordered the attack at Prespur, ordered that 
everything alive be slain, everything of value be brought back to the mountains or destroyed. 

The demonic army attacked at night. The militia was overrun within minutes, the rest 
of the night was spent on the thousands of innocents. The cities own walls kept them from 
escaping. The Priest’s forces controlled the gates and Saverous walked through the town cov¬ 
ered in blood, seeking out every piece of shadowed movement or hidden cry. No matter who 
was found, they were killed. So many children were killed that night. 

A thunder blast shook the barn and woke Saverous up. He sat up confused, still hear¬ 
ing the cries echoing from his dreams. He got up and stumbled through the barn, his meaty 
hand feeling his way along it. It was dark and the shattered lighting sent odd shadows on the 
walls, silhouettes of the victims of Prespur. 

The lightning lit the barn again. An old scythe hung on the far wall, a thick staff with 
a curved iron blade attached to the end. Saverous’s heart was pounding. He pulled the scythe 
off the wall and turned its blade on himself, running it across his chest, attempting to cut 
through to his heart. The dull blade didn’t pierce his ribs, even with all his strength pushing it. 
But it was enough, the pain broke him out of the dream and the flush of warm blood stream¬ 
ing down his chest seemed to take his depression with it. He lay on the floor breathing heav¬ 
ily and slipped into a peaceful sleep. 

Saverous awoke on the barn floor. He gasped as his movement aggravated the split in 
his chest. Slowly he rolled up and examined the dried blood and gouge from the scythe’s cut. 
He hadn’t wanted to die, he just didn’t wanted to live. He just wanted the pain to end. De¬ 
spite his screaming chest, his deepest wounds had quieted. 

He washed up and put on a clean shirt. He hung the scythe back up on the wall. Pontif 
brought breakfast and Saverous felt suddenly guilty as he came in. He had argued so strongly 
to save him on the fields of Gulmoor, he had given Saverous his life back, would he throw it 
away so easily? Saverous felt like he was undeserving of life, and too in debt to die. He never 
told Pontif what happened that night, and only shrugged when Pontif asked why he was 
moving so carefully that morning. 
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Act 1: Chapter 2 

“Even a cow should have enough sense not to fall in a hole!” Kamun yelled down into the 
thin ravine. The cow was terrified, the fall had been hard and the group of men who had 
gathered to rope her and pull her out was adding to her fear. 

Kamun continued to yell. The cow would avoid the ropes and fight with anyone they 
tried to lower down to tie them off. Saverous sat away from the men, he couldn’t help now, 
but they would need him when they were ready to pull her out. 

Kamun’s young daughter had been staring at Saverous all morning. She was all of six 
years old and the sight of a man over nine feet tall, with dark gray skin covered with rust-col 
ored tattoos was something she wasn’t used to. The tattoos weren’t anything she recognized, 
no pictures of anything from this world, just glyphs and symbols. But even a six year old 
could tell that they were evil. Saverous tried to cover the ones on his arms with his shirt. 

Her father’s attention fully on the cow, she slipped over, pretending to gather some 
of the small flowers that were growing at the ravine’s edge. She came close enough that she 
could talk to Saverous without her father hearing, but stayed out of his arms’reach. She was 
curious, but still scared. 

“Are you a man?” she asked. The question took Saverous by surprise. He was used to 
being asked where the tattoos came from, or why he was so tall. This question was much 
more direct. 

“I am a man, but I am definitely not from around here.” Saverous answered, and she 
rewarded him with a small smile. 

“I’m from the Pilgante hills, where they call my people the Doviello, or the Tusk Hills 
man. Have you ever heard of the Tusk Hillsman?” She shook her head no. 

He went on to tell her about the family nature of his tribes, how they were all much 
larger then the Bannor and known for being good hunters. He didn’t tell her what were even 
more renowned for, their skill as warriors. 

The Doviello carry crude weapons into battle, a throwing rock bigger than a man’s 
head or a stout branch. They use these makeshift weapons because they are temporary. The 
first opponent killed becomes the weapon of choice. Grabbed by the ankles they would be 
swung like a meaty flail. Blood sprays over opponents and every swing would lose more and 
more of the corpse until another was needed to replace the first. At this point in the battle 
the “weapons” were always readily available. Occasionally an opponent would be grabbed 
while still alive. The effect of being beaten by a bloody body that was screaming at you while 
it happened is traumatizing to even the most hardened warrior. Few armies were willing to 
face even a few hundred Doviello. 

But instead the giant man and the girl talked about the wild yak that roamed the Pil¬ 
gante hills, the flowers and birds. He told her about the games the Doviello children played. 
She smiled, laughed and told him about the games she is going to play with her new baby 
sister, when she is older. 

Kamun looked over and seemed to be about to warn his daughter away. The concern 
flashed briefly across his face but he fought it back, seeing her smiling and his face softened. 

“Are you ready to put those tree-sized arms to work?” 

Saverous replied that he was, told the girl he had to work and walked over to the ra- 
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f vine. They had tied two ropes around the trapped cow. Kamun and Saverous took the one 
tied just behind the cow’s front legs. Four other men would took the rope tied just before the 
cow’s back legs. 

Kamun made sure everyone was ready and they pulled, straining to lift the cow out 
of the narrow ravine. The cow was heavy and being lifted scared her even more than fall¬ 
ing into the ravine. She began kicking and trying to get loose of the ropes. She couldn’t, but 
her movement made it even harder to pull her out. Tephus, a boy barely 16, was at the front 
of the rear rope and reached into the ravine to continue pulling. Just as he got his grip the 
cow bucked madly, sending the back rope slack and then yanking it back. The jerk sent Te¬ 
phus staggering forward and into the ravine. He smacked right into the cow, eliciting another 
buck and a deep howl from the frightened beast. The ravine was so narrow that he barely had 
room to fall by her but he slipped by and slid down to the V-shaped ravine floor. 

With the cow’s bucking becoming even more aggressive and Tephus’s help gone the 
three men began slowly losing their grip on the back rope. The cow’s hind quarters started 
dropping right toward the trapped Tephus. He screamed as one of the cow’s hooves kicked 
the arm he held protectively in front of him. 

Saverous looked around for anything that could help. Kamun’s terrified daughter 
standing wide eyed, witness to what was going on. There was no one else. 

“Kamun, help them!” Saverous shouted, signaling for him to switch to the back rope. 
He let go of the front rope and Saverous strained to hold it on his own. Grabbing the back 
rope the tug of war stopped, the cow stopped moving either up or down although she con¬ 
tinued to kick and flail wildly. Tephus’s yells weren’t cries of pain, he had learned to lay flat 
on the ravine floor to avoid the dangling cow held just inches above him, but pleas for to get 
him out of there, and not drop the cow. 

Saverous wrapped the ropes around his arms, ready to pull but then realized the real 
trouble they were in. The effort in stopping the cow from dropping had drained the men on 
the back rope. All four of them looked back, their arms already trembling from the effort of 
maintaining the cow where it was. The silent message was that they wouldn’t be able to do 
this, they would have to drop the cow. 

This is where stories talk about people summoning some great strength within them¬ 
selves. They tried, Tephus’s terrified calls urging them on. They all pulled with everything they 
had. The cow bucked, ropes dug into their flesh, burnt through the thick leather gloves they 
wore and nothing changed. Saverous was covered with sweat and even his muscles were be¬ 
ginning to spasm uncontrollably. 

Saverous turned away from the ravine, putting the rope over his shoulder and digging 
into the ground. He felt a slight movement, the rope had budged. He looked up to see Ka¬ 
mun’s daughter staring at him. She was as terrified of Saverous as she was of what was hap¬ 
pening. He closed his eyes, he couldn’t worry about that now. And Saverous pulled against 
the rope. There was a burning across his back and out into his arms. It went beyond the pain 
of a muscle pushed past its limit, it was the fire of magic. His runes flared and Saverous heard 
a gasp from the cow as he heaved forward. Unnatural light danced on his skin and the four 
farmers on the back rope would have dropped the cow and fled if Tephus wasn’t trapped be- 
> neath it. 
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The cow’s front was dragged up and over the edge of the ravine as Saverous pulled for¬ 
ward. The back followed and Saverous collapsed exhausted in the grass and flowers. The runes 
flickered, paled like coal taken out of the forge and went dark. 
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Act 1: Chapter 3 

It had happened six times since pulling the cow from the ravine. Each time Saverous was left 
completely drained of strength. Pontif suggested that in times of great need the runes might 
activate. But the times seemed random, although the duration was longer each time. 

Saverous was thinking about this as he gathered mandrake roots. Through the trees a 
horse approached with the flapping of the harness and equipment from a steady walk. Most 
of the villagers didn’t ride horses, certainly not out here in the woods so Saverous scooped up 
the few pieces of mandrake he had been cleaning the dirt off of and began to walk back to 
the barn, choosing a path that would avoid the horse. 

But the horse was getting louder, the pace didn’t quicken but it had turned to follow. 

It wasn’t visible through the trees. Saverous turned and headed deeper into the forest, taking 
care to be as quiet as possible for someone his size. The horse turned again and he caught a 
glimpse of it, a magnificent black horse walking with precise, almost perfect, steps. This was 
definitely no one from the village. 

Realizing he wasn’t going to simply be able to lose the rider Saverous settled down 
to uproot another batch of mandrake that his twisted path had taken him to. The horseman 
seemed as plain as his horse was regal. He wore a chain shirt over his tunic, although parts 
of a full suit of armor were visible on the horse. A light lance and a long claymore whose hilt 
had been wrapped in dark leather hung from the saddle. The horseman had a long sword 
sheathed at his side and rested his hand easily on it while he rode closer. 

“I bring a message from the hosts of Junil,”he said invoking the god of light and jus¬ 
tice, the patron of the Bannor, “you have been found guilty of crimes against man and heav¬ 
en.” 


He paused as if expecting some response. Saverous only continued to watch him while 
absently digging at the mandrake. 

“Do you understand me?” 

Saverous nodded. The rider was older than you would expect for someone traveling in 
the woods spouting nonsense. 

“I am not judge or jury, I am only here to carry out the sentence. An angel has lead 
me to you, brought me to be your executioner. I will return in one day. In that time you have 
three options, either fight and I will kill you, flee and I will hunt you down, or repent. If you 
repent you will be granted mercy. Junil will pardon your soul if you are honest and I will leave 
you. If you follow the vows of your repentance you will never see me again, otherwise I will 
return for you.” 

“I’m sorry. If I would have realized you regarded harvesting mandrake so seriously I 
would have asked first.”The rider didn’t seem to appreciate the joke. 

“You have one day, Saverous Gan-Fienel, before I return. Think well on my words.” 
Then he turned his horse and left at the same measured pace he came. 
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Act 1: Chapter 4 

Pontif was much more worried about the horseman than Saverous was. 

“Saverous, listen to me. You don’t know anything about this guy or how many people 
he may travel with. It’s best if you hide out until he leaves town.” 

“I’m sure he’s just another hunter come to revenge some friend or relative I killed dur¬ 
ing the war.” 

There had been several who had wandered into the village, following rumors that 
Saverous was there. The villagers lied and mislead them and most left more confused than 
when they arrived. Two had tracked Saverous down and attacked him, and he easily bested 
the persistent but tragically untalented men. He didn’t kill them, though he made it obvious 
he could have. Saverous explained what happened, asked their forgiveness, and they left with 
their noble mission ruined. Saverous wondered if he wouldn’t be doing them a greater favor 
by letting them kill him. 

Kamun sat smoking his pipe, listening to the two of them argue. He had yet to weigh 
in on the discussion. “No one in the village has seen him, if he found you once without any¬ 
one’s help there’s a fair chance he will be able to do it again. And you say his horse was well 
trained, maybe a war horse? Sounds like the man is a knight of some merit.” 

“Or,” Saverous said, “he stole the horse from a knight of some merit.” But Saverous 
didn’t believe that, he rode too easily. The horse obeyed him too naturally. He was a knight of 
some sort. 

“Just play his game and repent.” Pontif argued the point again, as if they had missed 
the logic of it the first dozen times he mentioned it. “He will go on his way.” 

After the destruction of the Burnt Priest the Light of Junil, an order of the Bannor 
holy warriors, was said to have charged one of the few living armies in the Burnt Priest’s le¬ 
gions, a tribe of twisted men. With their summoned allies gone the twisted men quickly 
surrendered. The Light gave them two options, repent or be killed. A few choose to die but 
most wisely opted for repentance. Less than a weak later, with their supplies exhausted and 
in unfamiliar territory the twisted men raided a Bannor border village. The Light of Junil 
was there, as if expecting the attack. No sooner had the raid begun than the warriors charged 
through them. Not a single twisted man involved in the raid survived the attack. The only 
twisted men who survived were those who refused to be involved in the raid, who risked 
starving on their long trek to their homeland. 

“I’ll think about it. Let me get some sleep.” Saverous stared at the scythe still hanging 
on the wall after these few years. He couldn’t explain what the scythe had come to symbolize 
to him, but at times like these his eyes were always drawn to it. 

Pontif looked concerned. His eyebrows pinched dangerously together but he knew he 
would do better to wait until morning to try to convince Saverous again. 

Kamun put his hand on Saverous’s shoulder as he left. “You’re a good man, these hunt¬ 
ers don’t understand that. Don’t let their ignorance affect you.” 

Saverous didn’t answer, and Kamun didn’t expect an answer as he followed Pontif out 
of the barn. Saverous pulled the door closed and latched it behind them. As he lay down he 
prepared for the worst part of one of these hunter’s visits. They would always talk about some 
loved one they had lost, want to point out that person, to show how significant the moment 
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was when they were killed. But Saverous could never remember. Now as he tried to sleep 
he began replaying all the faces in his mind. He wondered who it was that this horseman 
was coming to avenge. Searching for some son who shared some features with the weath¬ 
ered knight. Maybe a wife, or infant son or daughter. Saverous had certainly killed enough of 
them. 



Though he never remembered the exact person, he would always imagine someone 
who seemed right and mentally check them off, he had asked for forgiveness for that person, 
only a few thousand left to go. 

Saverous thought about them until he fell asleep, and then they wandered screaming 
and bloodied through his dreams. 


Act 1: Chapter 5 

Pontif woke Saverous up. It was just past dawn and he was yelling outside the barn, “Knight 
with the regal horse, if you didn’t leave his farm right away I’ll have you thrown into the 
stockades.” 

Saverous chuckled at Pontif’s subtlety, he could just picture him yelling the descrip¬ 
tion of the knight toward the barn to make sure Saverous got it. No doubt he meant Saverous 
to sneak out some non-existent back door and race away. Like a nine foot gray giant tearing 
across an open field would be lost on a man with a horse. 

Saverous opened the latch and swung the barn door open. 

He was sitting patiently on his horse a few dozen feet from the barn entrance. He was 
facing Saverous and wore the plate armor he had packed on his horse the day before. Saver¬ 
ous recognized the armor even though he wore none of the ornamentation, it was from 
the Light of Junil. Saverous had certainly seen enough of it in battle, but had never seen it 
without ribbons, precious metal bars and other symbols of who knows what. It was, like the 
knight, plain and natural. 

“Have you decided to repent?” He watched closely as Saverous came out of the barn 
and closed the door behind him. He didn’t seem concerned, even as Saverous stretched and 
popped his knuckles, neck and back. 

“Who have you come to avenge?” Saverous asked, he had thought and dreamt about 
my victims all night but couldn’t find anyone who seemed right to match up with the knight. 

“I come for them all. I don’t know anyone you personally killed. Do not mistake this 
for idle revenge. Junil has ordered your death because you have squandered the life he gave 
you. This is not the action of a simple man.” He paused. “Do you repent?” 

Pontif nervously nodded at Saverous from behind the knight like he was slipping 
Saverous the secret answer to some impossible problem. 

“I did not take those lives, I was controlled by the Burnt Priest. I played no part in 
their death other than to be a horrified witness to every murder. But yes, had I the choice I 
would never have killed any of them. Had I known what future was before me I would have 
jumped from the cliffs and died on the rocks below rather than be captured by the Burnt 
Priest and used as his puppet.” 

The knight considered the words. For the first time he looked confused. “Your words 
seem true to my ears, but in my heart I still feel a wickedness in you, a murderer still alive 
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r even though the Burnt Priest lays dead. Take to your knees if you truly want the forgiveness 
of heaven and ask Junil to cleanse you.” 

He watched closely and Saverous was overcome by a strong feeling that he truly want¬ 
ed him to repent. He would kill Saverous, or die trying, but more than that the knight want¬ 
ed to save him. Saverous knelt on the dirt path to the barn. 

The knight got off his horse as Saverous began to pray. Kilmorph, the mother of stone 
was the patron goddess of Saverous’s tribe of the Tusk Hillsman, and Saverous prayed in part 
to her and in part to Junil. To whatever goodly god or goddess would hear him. Pontif’s relief 
was palatable even from twenty paces away. 

The knight came forward and placed his hands on Saverous’s shoulders. He prayed too, 
although in an angelic language. Saverous reached up and put a hand on the knights forearm, 
feeling the steel bracer, comforted by the coolness and strength of the metal. 

The knight flinched as if struck, his eyes went wide and his hand went for his sword. 

The runes burned across Saverous’s back and his grip on his bracer turned into a powerful 
f squeeze. For a moment Saverous saw a golden star in front of him, and could hear distant 
screaming. The steel bent in Saverous’s powerful hands and pushed quickly into packed mus¬ 
cle, straining the bones of the knight’s forearm. 

The knight’s sword cut up across Saverous’s chest. Slight compared to the pain in 
Saverous’s back he barely felt it, yet the blow would have killed him normally. With the runes 
activated the sword left only a long bleeding scratch. 

Recovering quickly the knight brought his sword down on Saverous’s wrist, attempting 
to remove the hand that threatened to snap his forearm. This blow caught the wrist fully and 
cut through the enchanted skin to the bone beneath. Saverous howled, but found himself still 
unable to let go. Instead he punched the knight flat in his steel breastplate. 

The knight’s entire body flailed like a rag doll at the punch. He managed to keep his 
sword in hand and turned back in. He was a competent warrior and realized that despite the 
pain he must forget his forearm. He got his feet under him and stepped into his opponent, 
trusting the point of his sword up toward Saverous’s neck. If Saverous was dead, he wouldn’t 
be able to break his arm. 

But it took to long for him to recover. This time Saverous struck first and the punch 
caught the knight right in the side of his unadorned helmet. The blow was so strong that he 
was knocked loose of the hold on his forearm. The knight bounced across the dirt path lead¬ 
ing up to the barn and lay unmoving on the other side. 

Saverous stood blazing with power. The runes’ magic coursing through him, making 
him feel invincible. In the haze of magic Saverous tried to find what was going on, he had 
fought the knight more on reflex than any conscious knowledge of what was happening. He 
hadn’t had enough time to regret what he’d done but was relieved when he saw the knight 
begin to pick himself up. 

The left side of his face was bloodied, his cheek bone was uneven compared to his right 
and his left eye swam loosely in its socket. He tried to lift himself with both arms but gave 
up when he put any weight on the crushed forearm. Instead he rolled up into a kneel. He was 
watching Saverous closely, and praying. 

A pale blue light formed beside the man, it reached and touched his face and his fea- 
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tures melted back to the original shape. For a brief second a figure stood over him, wings 
spread protectively. For all of the evil Saverous had witnessed, every summoned horror he had 
seen the Burnt Priest conjure, none of them compared to this. He knew instantly it was an 
angel, as beneficial and loving as every demon was dark and hateful. Saverous was suddenly 
very ashamed not only of the wars he had fought, but every wrong deed he had performed, 
every hateful word he have ever said. Saverous looked at the angel and asked for forgiveness. 

The runes went out and all of the power fled Saverous s body. The angel stayed and 
watched as Saverous fell to the ground, it was the last thing Saverous saw as he slipped into 


1 


unconsciousness. 


Act 1: Chapter 6 

More arguing. This time the knight was speaking. 

“I have been lead to him, I can feel the wickedness inside of him. And during the fight, 
what I felt, it was like standing before a demon.” 

“What you are feeling is the runes, the marks left by the Burnt Priest, it is not him.” 
Pontif was exasperated, he had argued to have Saverous spared from death once, and he was 
trying to do it again. 

It was just past noon. The knight’s horse was tethered by Pontif’s small house and the 
knight sat in the shade of the barn talking to Pontif. His arm was bandaged and it looked to 
have been treated by some of Pontif’s herbs. 

The knight noticed Saverous was awake and watched him closely, still considering 
Pontif’s words. 

“Did you dream?” 

For someone who tried to kill him a few hours before it seemed an odd question. 

“I don’t know.” Saverous tried to remember. “I don’t think so. I dream a lot, but when I 
pass out... I don’t dream. It’s the only good sleep I ever get.” 

“Do not be afraid of your dreams, it is the soul’s way of speaking to the mind, and 
sometimes the souls of others. What does it feel like when the runes flare up like that?” 

Saverous sat up. He was tired, Pontif had bandaged his chest and wrist too but they 
both still stung. “Why? What are you getting at? You asked me to repent and I did, there isn’t 
anything I can do about the runes. I’m sorry your arm got hurt, I really am, but it was an ac¬ 
cident. Now go on your way or ignore the words you told me earlier and try to kill me.” 

“Did you see the angel?” 

Pontif looked surprised by the question. He hadn’t seen her. Saverous considered the 
question before settling on an honest answer. 

“Yes, I saw her heal you. I felt guilty for everything I have ever done wrong, but she 
didn’t seem to be mad at me. When she looked at me I think she felt sorrow.” 

The knight considered the answer, until Pontif interrupted his thoughts. 

“See, even the angel wants you to let him go. And if he saw her that must be a good 
thing, right? Bad people don’t go around seeing angels.” 

The knight ignored him. “My devotion gives me a clear purpose. It’s been a long time 
since I have been confused on an issue that is this important. I honestly don’t know what to 
do.” 





Saverous wondered how much this knight’s angelic guidance controlled his behavior. 
Was he only another sort of thrall, just as confused now that he couldn’t hear his master’s 
voice? 

“I do not believe you should die, but I can’t simply leave you here. Saverous I would 
like you to accompany me to Alexandria where I can ask for guidance on this from more en¬ 
lightened men than myself.” 

Pontif went pale. “That is not possible! Saverous is in constant danger even here in out 
backwater village, if he would go into the heart of the empire he would be killed by some 
vengeful fool.” 

Now it was Saverous’s turn to ignore Pontif. “And what if I don’t want to go?” 

“A man who truly wanted repentance wouldn’t pass up this opportunity to find it.” 

Act 1: Chapter 7 

Bread, dried beef, salt, cheese, two canteens of water, a skin of ale, a collection of herbs in¬ 
cluding tea leaves and healing poultices. Tephus had supplied a length of thick rope, joking 
that a strong rope is sometimes the difference between life and death. Kamun gave a fire kit, 
two pans, a grill, and a small spicket. There were other gifts from the villagers, a bear hide 
jacket bound with iron rivets, a pair of comfortable boots, and a fresh pie. 

Kamun’s daughter gave one of her dolls. Made from the husks of corn, the doll had 
turned gray with age. The gray was almost the same color as Saverous’s skin so she had taken 
to calling it her Saverous doll despite the fact that it had a shock of red yarn hair, and was a 
girl. 

It was four days since Saverous had decided to join Valin, the knight, on his trip to Al¬ 
exandria. Now the entire village turned out to see them off. During Saverous’s first year here 
each had been approached, one family at a time, and told about his existence. They all reacted 
with fear and hatred at first, but in time they had all accepted him as a part of the village. 

Saverous tied a sturdy walking stick to the side of his pack mule. The stick was his con¬ 
cession to Pontif’s insistence that he take a weapon. 

Valin rode up, he was back in his chain shirt. 

“That’s quite a turnout. You had best get back and say your goodbyes, we need to be 
leaving soon.” 

“I’m ready to go now. I’m not saying any goodbyes.” 

Valin looked back toward where the village had thrown its midmorning feast in Saver¬ 
ous’s honor. The voices of the villagers, adults talking, children laughing, games being played 
on the autumn morning drifted out to them. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yeah, let’s just get going.” 


Act 1: Chapter 8 

They pulled off of the dirt road as the caravan went by. They were eight days out of Ascore, 
Saverous’s home for over three years. 

Valin was a quiet traveling companion, accustomed to traveling alone. He was method¬ 
ical about his morning and evening prayers. As far as Saverous could tell they were at exactly 
the same time each day. He seemed to operate on some strict internal clock. 






Saverous’s last traveling companions were the legions of the Burnt Priest. Corpses kept 
artificially alive, demons, summoned creatures from other worlds, disfigured beastmen of all 
descriptions, and occasional desperate and depraved men. The thralls had the most author¬ 
ity in the army because we were the eyes and ears of the Priest. The Priest favored a sickly 
twisted man, though few knew he was a thrall. The twisted man would wander the camp 
overhearing conversations and drawing the ire of anyone in the camp who was stronger than 
he was. Saverous was only used in the camp when a dispute needed to be settled, when a 
member of the army needed to be killed. He typically sat unmoving between marches, to see 
Saverous lumbering through the camp meant someone was going to die. 

There was no order in the Burnt Priest’s army. They marched or stayed at his whim, 
disputes were settled lethally or ignored for no reason. Valin’s devotion to order was the op¬ 
posite of everything Saverous was used to. 

“Will I have to hide outside of Alexandria while you go in?” 

“No.” Valin watched the caravan intently, looking for something. “Alexandria is the 
capital of the Bannor, and the citizens are accustomed to people of all races on their streets. 
You won’t have to deal with the prejudices of these villages.” 

“What if someone knows who I was?” 

“Then they should also know that you were freed. I have seen several Doviello in Alex¬ 
andria, I really don’t think you will be noticed.” 

“What if they sense the same thing in me that you did?” 

Valin signaled him to start walking and they lead their horses back down to the road. 

“At one time that would have been a very valid concern. But now the city is ruled by 
its codex of laws, not the guidance of heaven. Besides, the innocent have nothing to fear from 
the holy no matter how terrifying they seem.” 

“It’s not about fear, if they all fight like you I could probably take a city of them. I just 
didn’t want to have to walk all the way there to do it.” 

Valin scoffed at the joke. 

Just as they got onto the road screams erupted from the direction of the caravan, and 
then the sounds of battle. Valin leapt on the back of his horse and was off in the caravan’s di¬ 
rection. Saverous stood dumbly watching him gallop off before he got enough presence of 
mind to slip the cudgel out of its bindings and run after him. 

Valin ordered the caravan guards into defensive positions as he rode up. Arrows flew 
out of the trees and a few guards and the lead caravan horses were already laying unmov¬ 
ing on the road. Valin took an arrow to his leg and his horse took one to the flank, though 
both ignored them as he ordered the drivers down on the opposite side of the wagon and the 
guards to ready crossbows. 

Unaccustomed to the requirements of leadership Saverous took a more direct path. He 
ran off of the road and into the trees. He sounded like a herd of charging ox as he came upon 
the first bandit. The bandit turned and offered only a look as surprise as Saverous’s cudgel 
caught him in the chest and flung him out into the road. 

Next Saverous saw only the tip a bow and arrow pointing out from behind a tree, aim¬ 
ing at the wagons. He grabbed both and ripped them out of the bandit’s hands. The bow¬ 
string snapped and the bandit ducked under the cudgel and scurried back into the forest. 
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Saverous let him go and kept with his assault against the line of archers. A few had 
turned to face him and arrows whistled through the trees toward. But the foliage was to thick 
and they only caught in the branches and trunks of trees. Saverous caught two more bandits 
who had readied themselves enough to draw short curved swords, probably better suited for 
the thick forest than the club but it ripped through any the branches and swept both of the 
men aside. 

The line of bandits began to break and they starting retreating into the forest. Looking 
to see that the caravan was no longer under attack Saverous took after them. The bandits ran 
deftly through the woods, very familiar with the area. Surprisingly they didn’t scatter but they 
all ran through a clearing, running across an old log as if this chase was a game. 

Saverous ran across after them, ignoring the log and not understanding the ploy until 
the ground gave out beneath him. He briefly saw the men turning, readying their bows as he 
fell. Saverous had been running fast enough that he slammed into the opposite wall of the pit 
and slid to the bottom. 

At the bottom Saverous got his feet under him and leapt, trying to scramble out, but 
the pit was deep and the dirt walls simply crumbled as Saverous tried to hold onto them. The 
bandits looked over the edge of the pit, one smiled down as he aimed his bow down. Before 
he fired, Valin’s horse burst into the clearing and leapt across the pit, slamming into the ban¬ 
dit. Valin’s sword caught the one who was aiming the bow in the back and knocked him into 
the pit. Saverous returned the smile the bandit had given him as he slid into Saverous’s hands. 

A group of the caravan guards followed Valin, running around the pit and joining in a 
short battle with the bandits before those who could flee took off" into the woods again. They 
were wise enough to let them go. 

Act 1: Chapter 9 

Tephus’s rope came in handy a lot sooner than expected. Valin tied it around the trunk of one 
of the trees close to the pit and Saverous used it to climb out. The guards gathered and bound 
the bandits who hadn’t fled and were still alive. 

Walking back out onto the road a thin man with milk-pale skin stood before the wag¬ 
ons with a handful of guards around him. 

“I am Elexis Pul, the wagon master for this caravan. Crossing ways while we were be¬ 
ing attacked was certainly fortunate for us.” 

He reached out toward Valin and his hand slipped out of the embroidered sleeve of his 
blue robe. He wore a silver pendant of a bird surrounded by amethysts. His clothing looked 
to be worth more than the entirety of the caravan. 

“I suspect it is the grace of Junil and not simple fortune that brought us together.” 

Valin nodded and waved for Saverous to approach as well. 

“My name is Valin, this is my friend Saverous. How are your men?” 

“One guard and a driver are dead. I fear another guard won’t survive the night. He is 
being bandaged now and readied for travel.” 

A bearded guard started barking orders, getting his men to cut the fallen horses from 
the front of the wagon and move other horses up. The captured bandits were tied to the back 
of the wagon. 






Elexis looked Valin and Saverous over. “Are you heading to Alexandria?’ 

“We go where we are lead” Valin responded, “but yes, right now that is the Gleaming 



“Wonderful, we head there as well and would love to have such capable men along. 
Will you join us? I can offer fair pay, food and a wagon seat that will carry you all the way to 
the city.” 

Valin looked at Saverous who only shrugged. 

“Keep your pay, I am sure my friend will recoup the cost in your pantry. We would be 
glad to join you. Before we leave may I see the guard who was badly injured?” 

Elexis bowed and lead Valin to the wagon that had been made into a bunk for the 
guard. Valin dismounted and nearly fell when he put weight on his right leg. He had pulled 
out the arrow and it was still bleeding openly. Elexis noticed and commanded a guard to get 
more bandages. 

Valin carefully climbed onto the back of the wagon and pulled back the burlap that 
covered the back. He limped in beside where the guard laid breathing shallowly. The guard 
was too young to have more than a few scratches of facial hair. Saverous stayed outside the 
wagon but watched as Valin knelt beside the boy. It was impossible to tell if the guard was 
conscious enough to know Valin was there or not. 

Valin prayed over the boy in that same strange language that he performed his morn¬ 
ing and evening prayers in. After a few minutes of quiet Valin checked his bandages and then 
hobbled out of the wagon. 

“Is he going to be okay?” 

“I don’t know. The arrow pierced his lung, he’s drowning on his own blood. It’s going to 
be a hard night for him.” 

The guards buried the dead and then the caravan set off. Saverous unloaded his horse 
and used it to replace one of the ones that had been killed in the attack. Valin left his horse 
free to roam and it was most content to trot a few paces ahead of the lead caravan horse. Va¬ 
lin and Saverous ended up walking beside it up at the front of the caravan. 

That night they were just settling down to sleep in the close ring of guards beside the 
wagon when Elexis came over. 

“The guardsman, Nathan, has died. It seems we will have another burial.” 

Valin checked Nathan and gave one more prayer before he and Saverous carried him 
off of the road and to a small glade with soft ground. Valin and a few guards started digging 
while Saverous set the blanket-wrapped body down and sat waiting for them to finish or a 
turn at a shovel. 

The bandits, or someone, had used the glade to hang their catches. Cut ropes hung 
from a few spots in the tree and the grass directly beneath the ropes was tinged a dull brown 
in places. There weren’t any deer hanging here now, but this was a spot accustomed to death. 

Saverous was never asked to dig, and didn’t offer to help except to place the body in 
the shallow hole when it was complete. After the hole was covered the men stood quiet for a 
second, then wandered back to the wagons to sleep, exhausted from the day. No one said any¬ 
thing about the boy. 

Saverous sat at the edge of the glade silently. Valin said another of his prayers then 
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turned to walk back. 

“Why didn’t your prayers heal him?” 

Valin wiped the sweat from his forehead as he considered the question. He seemed 
to be affected by the boy’s death, at least more than the guards, but he hadn’t said anything 
about it either. He and Saverous were the last ones in the glade, if you didn’t count the newly 
buried corpse. 

“I don’t know why some get healed and some don’t. I don’t pretend to understand. I 
just know that people die, both good and evil, every day. I know there is a war being fought, 
and casualties on both sides. I wouldn’t assume that either side is so much stronger that it 
overwhelms the other side in every battle and suffers no losses.” 

“So there is only so much healing to go around? Your god healed the bruise I left on 
your face, but wouldn’t save this boy’s life. Did you pray for this boy to be healed?” 

“I did.” 

Valin looked around the glade, noticing the cut ropes and the blood marks in the grass 
for the first time. He began smoothing out the dirt on the grave, hoping that whoever hung 
deer here wouldn’t notice or mess with it. 

“It’s a war, that’s all I know.” Valin said. 

“My experience with war tells me that they typically suit the desires of the emperors 
who wage them, but not the people who fight and die in them.” 

Valin seemed ready to quip back, but he bit his tongue and looked only at the cut ropes 
before responding. 

“When I was a boy, maybe six or seven years old, I couldn’t hunt with my father. I was 
soft hearted, unable to kill a rabbit. I would cry if I saw one dead. My father was a very strict 
man, and he wanted to raise me well. I was punished for my weakness, lashed, hit. But I still 
couldn’t get used to the sight of blood.” 

Valin paused, caught up in the memories in his head, before continuing. 

“He had taken away my food, stating that if I was unwilling to hunt I wouldn’t share in 
the rewards of it. I began sneaking food, radishes, onions from the garden. When he caught 
me I was punished...” Valin spit out the word, “and then he locked me in the smokehouse for 
two days.” 

“There were fresh deer bleeding out in the smokehouse, and it was a tiny wooden 
shack, barely larger than an outhouse. I was starving, tired, and spent those two days terrified 
by the blood dripping on me, and the deer faces staring down from the darkness above me.” 

“It sounds horrible.” Saverous couldn’t figure out any other way to respond. 

“It was...” he searched for the word, “traumatic. But after I wasn’t afraid of blood any¬ 
more.” 

“Or you were more scared of your father.” Valin ignored the statement. “So are you say¬ 
ing Junil is like your father?” Saverous asked. 

“No, I’m saying we are like children. We can hope for a perfect world, we can plead 
with our superiors to provide it, be they our parents, our emperors or our gods. But our world 
isn’t perfect, all we can do is try to strengthen the good we find and weaken the evil, and 
sometimes that means we will have to deal with blood. To fix a meal, or protect a caravan 
from lawless men.” 
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Saverous was unconvinced but he didn’t want to push Valin any further so he nodded 
and picked himself up. Saverous helped finish covering up the grave and then they walked 
back to the caravan where he fell into more of his nightmares of battle and killing, but this 
time Valin was with him. 



See Also 

Meshabber of Dis 


Drown 

Baptism is common to many religions but the Overlord Cultists hold the victim underwater 
past immersion, through the struggle, and until the floating body has become filled and heavy 
with the sacred waters. Then they let go and the corpse rises as the undead drown. 

How curious the light behaves 
Reflecting off the dancing waves. 

Oh how my very being craves 
A view from down below. 

Suspended in my watery lair, 

I would not need to gasp for air, 

For I’m no longer human there 
Beneath the icy flow. 


It’s peaceful there, but I have found 
I still can hear the distant sound 
Of voices of the souls who drowned 
And left loved ones to mourn. 

The lonely wails transmit the pain 
Of those who just could not remain 
So journeyed to the unknown plane 
Of dead souls and unborn. 

But in this world there still exist 
Survivors who will always miss 
The passion of their lovers’ kiss 
That warmed them night and day. 

Though here above the vast, cold sea, 
My heart is without tragedy, 

For I have someone dear to me 
Who hasn’t passed away. 

Never let that be untrue 
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For I could not bear thoughts of you 
Trapped underneath the ocean blue 
Deprived of your last breath. 

No harm to you would I condone, 
For I’d be left here on my own 
To face this tragic world alone, 

A fate far worse than death. 


Lunatic 

Many different kind of people go into the asylum, but only one type comes out, the lunatic. 
Lunatics are enraged half of the time; when they are, they are powerful fighters. When they 
aren’t, they are only mediocre warriors. 

Zealot 

I have not been able to discern how the Cultists choose their Zealots. Sometimes it is a va¬ 
grant, sometimes the son or daughter of a noble, and everyone in between seems eligible. He 
is abducted and taken to temple, usually on the night of the full moon. The hands and feet are 
bound. Sleep is induced. Some sects use various herbal concoctions; this one simply strangled 
the man until he passed out. He is laid in a shallow pool, submerged partially in sea water. 

All night the Cultists gather around, listening for anything he might say in this 
sleep. This becomes the Zealot’s new name. It is etched onto a clay jar, which is filled with 
sea water. I observed the names on some of these. “The Leviathan Trembles But Does Not 
Awaken,” read one. “Pour the Blood of the Slaves Into the Styx,” another. The victim tonight 
seemed to hear nothing, for he was silent as he slept, nearly until dawn. Should this be the 
case, the victim is drowned and serves in the undead army of the Overlords. Fortunately for 
this man, or perhaps not, he at last called out screaming, “The distant one has watching eyes!” 

The Cultists nodded to each other and pulled the man from the water. When he saw 
them holding him, he cringed. They spoke not to him, but dragged him to the back of the 
temple. I was unable to follow, but observed the Zealot days later in sea colored robes. He 
had bloodshot eyes, and moved through the crowd in the town marketplace engaged in a 
constant dialogue with himself. 

—From Chapter 7 of Reflections on the State Cults, by Elder Methyl of the Luonnotar 

Kraken 

Dwelling beneath the waves, the powerful krakens will only answer to the summons of the 
Cultists. Once they are summoned, they can travel across the seas, fulfilling their masters’ de¬ 
mands. 

The krakens swimming was slow, leisurely. Thoughts took a while to cross from one edge 
of its immense brain to the other, the movements of its tentacles almost independent of 
its mind. Somewhere, far away on the surface, it could faintly sense a distant call which it 
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couldn’t resist. But it was not yet in any rush, instinctively knowing that the caller would need 
time to prepare. 

In a lazy motion, one of its tentacles made a slow wave around it, dozens of the small 
fish surrounding it getting caught in the suction cups. It brought the tentacle back to one of 
its mouths, dined on its snack. A huge swarm of fish followed it wherever it went—countless 
of them would end up as its meal, but even more would get to dine on its bigger catches. The 
swarm stretched back for tens of miles, twice as far as the kraken itself. 

Gradually it started getting closer to the surface, could feel the call growing more and 
more demanding. The fish dispersed in fright and then reassembled as the kraken began 
swimming faster, faster than it usually ever did. The alien presence was now a burning sun 
buried in its brain, no longer willing to tolerate any delay. For all of its size, dwarfing small is¬ 
lands, the kraken was only a servant for the true lords of the sea. 

When the chosen of the Overlords called, it would obey and serve with all its might. 

See Also 

Floating Eye 

Water Magic 

Spring 

The young ones, the aspirants, think that power lies in raining fire down on one’s enemies. 
And while there is an undeniable, if crude, effectiveness to the fireball, true power lies not in 
destruction, but in creation. Where there is naught but desolation, Spring can bring the elixir 
of life—water. 

Water Elemental 

Elementals are called to Erebus from an alternate plane, where Agares hid the jewels of pure 
creation. Such is the density of creative force on these planes that even pure energy can gain 
sentience and will, arising and dissipating in an endless cycle. These fleeting beings are called 
elementals. Water elementals are favorites of conjurers in coastal kingdoms. They can be sent 
dashing across the waves to disrupt any foreign vessels, destroying ships and scaring even the 
saltiest of sailors. 
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Grigori 

Cassiel was an angel in the service of Dagda. He spent the Age of Dragons protecting the 
men who hid from the might of the warring gods around them. It was his counsel that led 
Dagda to create and sign the Compact, but Cassiel felt the Compact did not go far enough. 
He wanted the gods to retreat entirely, to let the men form their own world. When the Com¬ 
pact allowed the gods to battle through men, Cassiel abandoned Dagda’s service and began 
his own crusade to lead men away from a war that has little to do with them. This action 
gained him few allies among the gods or the humans who serve them. A few brave souls were 
attracted to Cassiel’s creed, though he refused to offer any divine boons or even direct lead¬ 
ership to them. His followers must adhere to his ideas and lead themselves. Throughout the 
ages the cities of the Grigori offered safe haven for those who wanted to lead their own lives. 
The wars of the Age of Magic and the scarcity of the Age of Ice took its toll on them like ev¬ 
ery other land, but the sought help not from the heavens but from themselves. 

In the Age of Rebirth, Cassiel still stands, offering others ideas and guidance but little 
more, and some brave few are still drawn to his ideas. Among those who seek asylum in his 
lands are the Luonnotar, who teach that none of the gods acting on Erebus is worthy of wor¬ 
ship, but only one greater god who made them. Cassiel certainly agrees with the first part of 
this, though he isn’t forthcoming on the second. 

Cassiel 

My name is Elizabeth, and I was murdered on the first day of winter. My father was at the 
market. In the instant I died, he was buying ribbons for my hair. Later, he would put them on 
my corpse. 

My father knew the man who killed me, a neighbor that talked to him about trade and 
argued about religion. As a follower of the Order, my father was quick to advocate it to any¬ 
one who would listen. The neighbor looked at me the way some men look at teenage girls, 
but he had never spoken to me until that day. 
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“Hello Elizabeth.” 

I was surprised he knew my name. I was removing the last of the vegetables from our 
small garden before the night’s frost killed them. I stood and subconsciously straightened the 
worn dress I was wearing. I didn’t answer him. 

“Do you know anything about cats?” he said. 

“I had a cat, she disappeared a few weeks ago.” 

“Was she white?” 

“Yes, did you find her?” 

I was an only child, my mother died when I was born and my cat Abagail was the 
keeper of my secrets and playmate for as long as I could remember. I searched for her and 
had almost given up hope. 

“More like she found me, she’s moved into my cellar. She’s taken over a corner for her¬ 
self and her kittens.” 

“Kittens?” 
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He returned my smile. His hand had been resting on his knife—most men in the city 
carried them—but now he relaxed and took his hand off of it. 

“Would you like to see them? Maybe help me move them to your house. I want to 
make sure they get somewhere warm before tonight.” 

I followed him to his house; we walked across my yard and through a small field that 
separated our homes. At the time I was too excited to wonder why we didn’t walk on the 
road. The field opened to the back of his house, which is where the cellar entrance was. He 
unlocked the cellar and opened it for me. This was the first time I had a suspicion that some¬ 
thing was wrong. If I was by myself I wouldn’t have gone down there, but I had told him I 
would and I didn’t want to seem like a scared girl so I went down the wooden stairs. He fol¬ 
lowed and closed the doors behind him. 

The cellar was a shrine to Agares, decorated in blood and jagged weapons. He attacked 
me as soon as I saw it. In time he would sacrifice me on the cellar’s brown altar, but even 
worse was done to me before. 

I wandered in the grey. I saw my father search for me, my body was found in the 
woods outside the village a few days later, covered with cuts and ritual marks. My killer came 
to my house and offered his condolences with the rest of the neighborhood, pretended to be 
shocked and upset. I watched my father come and go, cry and then pretend to be okay when 
neighbors came over. Crushed by the thought that when his daughter really needed him, he 
wasn’t there. 

In time I became aware of something else. Abagail came trotting through a wall, me¬ 
owing in that way she reserved for when I forgot to feed her. I rushed to her, picked her up 
and squeezed her as she nuzzled my neck with her head. 

When I set her down she started walking, then looked back to see if I was following, 
which I did. We left the city, walked through forests, fields, mountains. I was never tired or 
hungry and only had a dim view of the world, as if I was viewing it through a haze. Some 
dark places we avoided and I could occasionally hear voices, usually angry or sad from those 
places. 

We walked until we entered a city much larger than mine. We went through it to a 
grand palace at its center, decorated in bronze and black. We walked through to the throne 
room and the haze was gone from the center of this room. A man with ivory skin sat on a 
throne, listening to an argument between two merchants. The man was tired and I somehow 
knew that he was once one of the greatest of angels, now bearing the burden of mortality and 
time. 

I had heard of an angel that had become human, the archangel Cassiel who had turned 
against the gods, who claimed that religion was servitude and wouldn’t follow them. But after 
what I saw, felt, experienced... I couldn’t accept that. There was an enemy, a religion that 
should be battled. I approached his throne, knowing he would see me even if no one else did. 

“Cassiel, the Veil killed me. You can do something about that, the Order is trying to 
fight them. You could help.” 

He looked at me, I saw a great sadness in him. The same as in my father when he sat in 
my bedroom and cried. The arguing merchants quieted, realizing Cassiel’s attention was 
somewhere else. 


145 







“Open your eyes.” 

He said it to me, he was pleading with me and commanding me at the same time. I 
tried to follow it, everything except Cassiel seemed distant. I could see Abagail at my feet, the 
rest was clouds of grey flowing into each other. I looked at these clouds, there were shapes in 
them, figures, faces. And I began to see other spirits in them. Men and women, ores and 
elves, children and adults, all caught in their own grey worlds. 

I talked to the spirit of a man who had been killed by an order Confessor for lying, a 
boy who had starved because his family couldn’t afford food and the teachings of Kilmorph 
don’t emphasize charity, an elf who had used wood from a sacred tree to rebuild his home 
and had been killed by the Fellowship for it. And thousands who had died in wars they didn’t 
believe in for gods they didn’t trust and who didn’t accept them. 

Later I went back to Cassiel, he was sitting alone on the roof of his palace. 

“Are we forever doomed to this in-between place? I understand now that the gods are 
flawed, but if they hold the only way into heaven, what else can we do but follow them?” 

Cassiel smiled at me. “The places they have made are not heaven, the true heaven is 
closed to everyone, even them. One day the doors will open and we will be rejoined. Until 
then we wait and we try to improve what we have been given.” 

After that I sat at the feet of his throne, played with Abagail and paid less and less at¬ 
tention to the occurrences of the mortal world. Until I heard a familiar voice in the throne 
room, that of my father. 

“Lord Cassiel, I have come from the Bannor empire, I have turned my back on my 
people and my god. The religion that once seemed so important to me, that I dedicated my 
life to, offered no comfort to me when I needed it. Only hollow words about faith and my 
own weakness. Now I come to you. Three years ago my daughter was killed, she was only a 
child and she was sacrificed in some unholy ceremony. Because of the manner of her death 
the priests say they cannot bury her in the cemetery, they burned her so that an evil spirit 
wouldn’t inhabit her tiny corpse.” 

My father fought to keep his composure. He took a deep breath before continuing. 

“Now I come to you.” He repeated. “To offer my help, I’m only a simple merchant but 
if you would have me I wish to join the Grigori.” 

Cassiel looked at him, requests like this weren’t uncommon. They usually wouldn’t even 
get to Cassiel himself unless the person was someone politically important. 

“You will stay in the palace tonight. Tomorrow you will awake a new man, put your old 
life behind you and start a new one here. Your name will be Goodreau. In the morning you 
will go into the city, find a job and earn your place among my people. But for tonight you are 
still Tamur the Merchant. My sergeant will show you a room and provide you with food and 
drink. Eat and sleep well.” 

My father thanked him and followed the sergeant out of the throne room. I followed 
them and sat in the small bedroom they gave him. Traveling had been hard on him and he 
ate ravenously and fell asleep. I sat in the corner of the room just as I had in my bedroom 
when he cried after my death. 

“Elizabeth?” 

My father was awake, awake and staring at me. 


Le 
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“Yes, daddy.” 

He jumped out of the bed, terrified, but only terrified that he was somehow imaging 
this and I would disappear before he could grab me. But his arms passed right through me 
and he fell on the floor sobbing. I knelt down beside him, he stared at me, trying to memo¬ 
rize every detail of my face. 

“Oh sweetie, I’m so sorry... please... I’m sorry... I’m sorry” 

“Daddy, I’m okay.” 

We talked and I told him about the fake heavens and my life at the palace. How, if it 
had been three years, it seemed like only a few days to me. That I really didn’t remember dy¬ 
ing that well, but I remembered playing games with him and the walks we used to take. I lied 
and told him I didn’t know who killed me, I didn’t want him going back. 

We talked until dawn. As I began to fade from his sight he pleaded with me to stay, 
asked what he could do to stay with me. I repeated Cassiel’s words. 

“One day the doors will open and we will be rejoined. Until then we wait and we try to 
improve what we have been given.” 

He said he loved me, that he would see me again and when I was completely gone 
from his view he left the palace and started his new life among the Grigori. 

“Group together people deliberately chosen for strong religious feelings, and you have a prac¬ 
tical guarantee of dark morbidities expressed in crime, perversion, and insanity.” 

—on Fanaticism 


Dragon Slayer 

Cassiel’s creed of self-reliance and mortal empowerment yields more than philosophical dis¬ 
cussions. His warriors often come to battle fearless, and as dedicated to their nation as most 
crusaders are to their god. And should any lazy dragons count upon their reputation to keep 
them safe, these dragon slayers will be more than happy to carry the treasure back home. 

Grigori Medic 

The Empire of the Grigori began to thrive, as men from all corners of Erebus, tired of being 
used as pawns by the Gods, sought a way to determine their own destiny. Whether carried 
by this wave of immigration, or inflicted upon them by the Gods as divine retribution, the 
Grigori began to suffer from diseases for which they knew no cure. Cassiel had the power to 
cure these ailments, and could even confer that power to others, however, he was also shrewd 
enough to realize that this would put him in the position of acting as a God himself, and all 
that he had been fighting for would be lost. Instead, Cassiel summoned the best herbalists 
and natural healers in the Kingdom, and formed the Ordine Medicos. Members of the Or- 
dine Medicos travel throughout Erebus, seeking natural remedies to the ailments that inflict 
the Grigori, and are widely known for their ability to cure disease without divine interven¬ 
tion. Although quite often found traveling with Grigori military units, the Ordine Medicos 
take a vow of non-aggression, and will only fight to defend themselves, and those in their 
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Luonnotar 

The Luonnotar believe that the gods are nothing but petulant children. Instead, they claim 
that the true creator god will one day return and separate the good from evil, and punish 
those worshiping false gods. 

See Also 

Altar of the Luonnotar 
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See Also 

Standing Stones 

Khazad 

During the Age of Magic the dwarves were not the united nation that they would become 
in the Age of Winter. Scattered tribes of mountain peoples, they were skilled craftsmen and 
engineers but had little interest in the areas beyond their lands. Amiable and welcoming, they 
made perfect targets for the con-men and tricksters of other kingdoms. The greatest works of 
their smiths and their shapers were traded for trinkets and baubles, or worse, mere illusions 
that vanished when their creators were gone. The dwarves couldn’t win redress from the lo¬ 
cal lords through strength of arms or force of argument. They had no great armies, and the 
neighboring rulers pointed out that the dwarves had, after all, agreed to the bargains. 

This abuse bred distrust of both foreigners and all forms of illusion and magic. It also 
pushed them underground. Their formerly welcoming cities built along mountain passes were 
slowly abandoned for safer under-hill communities. The tribes grew closer, and gradually 
out of many a single unified civilization was formed, the Khazad. The dwarves began to ask 
themselves why they ever even bothered with outsiders. 

Towards the end of the Age of Magic, few dwarves were seen by other races, and it was 
later said that deep in their under-hill holds, they didn’t notice the Age of Winter for three 
generations. Though this is almost certainly an exaggeration, while the kingdoms of men and 
elves withered under Mulcarn’s onslaught the dwarves grew slowly but steadily. Then one day 
their gatherers returned from the surface with reports of lush vegetation returning, and snow 
melting. 

Kandros Fir led one group of Khazad out of their cavernous homes, to form cities 
and trade with the new kingdoms of men and of elves. He does not revere tradition as most 
dwarves do; rather, he pioneered arts new to his people: negotiation, appraisal, marketing. He 
pursues trading partners with zeal, by force if necessary, always determined to advance the 








Khazad’s fortunes. Remembering the insults they were subjected to in generations past the 
Khazad are determined that they be secure as they venture out into the world. Not just the 
security of high walls and stout hammers, but of brimming coffers and judicious merchants. 

While his goals draw him outward, what is unknown outside of a few dwarven circles 
is that internecine conflict helped push him and his followers to the surface. Both he and 
Arturus Thorne want the best for their people, but they are committed to different visions 
of achieving it. The limits of underground expansion were reached in ages past, and so both 
leaders must use the wider world to prove their vision for the Khazad in the Age of Rebirth. 



Arturus Thorne 


“Riders!” The cries of the watchmen came far too late to save his camp, for the next sound 
Arturus Thorne heard was the thunder of hoofbeats around him. He was to his feet in an 
instant, with his great axe in hand, but most of his company needed far more time to ready 
their weapons. 

The horsemen dropped nets on the dwarven watchmen as they rode past into their 
camp. One managed to free himself with his handaxe, but his comrades were kept busy try¬ 
ing to avoid being trampled as more horses poured into the camp. 

The King’s honor guard, famed for their lightning reflexes, had managed to ready their 
halberds and were forming ranks around the Arturus in the center of the camp. There were 
not many of them, but their weapons stopped the cavalry charge. “Thunder Company!” Ar¬ 
turus yelled, “Arm yourselves!” Given a few more minutes to load their weapons the main 
dwarven force could surely turn the tide of the ambush. 

A whirring sound heralded the raiders’ new tactics. The riders circled the dwarven 
lines, loosing a swarm of bolas towards the guard and their polearms. Such a tactic would 
have been a mere annoyance were the dwarves not badly outnumbered. In moments’ time the 
guard was felled and the rest of the company was held at lance point. 

Arturus cursed his ill luck. A shortcut through these hills had cut their travel time in 
half, but meant they spent days near Hippus lands. He had hoped to compensate by traveling 
light and moving fast, but he saw his mistake clearly now. No one outruns the Hippus. 

The leader of the raiders rode up to Arturus, pacing his horse back and forth, lance 
pointed menacingly. He was a tall man, with pitch black hair. His face was obscured by a 
mask, but he pulled it away to reveal a mouth fixed permanently into a snarl by an old scar. 
“The crazy Clown King paid us for some dwarven slaves, but your treasure is our spoils. Show 
us what’s in the cart, old dwarf.” 

Arturus hatched a desperate plan. “I warn you, human, I am the high priest for the an¬ 
cient dwarven gods. If you do not free my people, you will not see morning.” He pulled the 
tarp away from cart, revealing a tall stone column, covered with carvings. Carefully he folded 
the tarp, setting it down on the ground. He stumbled in the dark as he arose, bumping into 
one of his young charges and palming a small pouch from his belt. 

The Hippus raid leader was not convinced, nor was he happy to see the dwarves travel¬ 
ing without their famous gold. “If your gods cared for you they would not have given you feet 
which don’t reach stirrups. Chain him up, boys!” 
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“You have been warned!” shouted Arturus, throwing up his arms dramatically. He 
tossed the leather pouch into the smoldering embers of their cook fire as he did so. It was in¬ 
visible in the darkness. Then the black powder inside was heated by the coals, and for a mo¬ 
ment there was no more darkness. Thunder followed the lightning, conjured not by gods on 
high or ancient magic, but dwarven ingenuity. The Hippus horses were startled. Some began 
running, and even the best trained required their rider’s full attention to restrain. Arturus’s al¬ 
lies immediately took advantage of this, finally readying their muskets. More thunder rolled 
as the musket balls struck horses and raiders. Dwarves quickly worked to free each other 
from the Hippus entrapments, and soon the Hippus ambush turned into a rout. 

Amidst cheering, the captain the guard came up to Arturus. “Do we turn back, my 
liege?” he asked. 

Arturus shook his head. “No, we cannot. This is too important. But break camp, we’ll 
get no more sleep tonight.” 


151 









The rest of the journey was calm enough, though Arturus grew nervous for reasons of his 
own as they reached their destination. They reached the open city gates, but Arturus stopped 
his group. He turned, whispering, “I have no right to enter.” Merchants and other travelers 
streamed past them into the dwarven city. He turned to the captain of the honor guard, and 
old friend. “Would you please let him know I am here?” He nodded solemnly and entered the 
city, heading for the castle. 

Soon Arturus was looking into a familiar face he hadn’t seen in many years. “Hello, Ar¬ 
turus,” Kandros Fir said. 

“Kandros...” Arturus didn’t know where to begin. He cleared his throat gruffly. “You’ve 
done well for your people,” he said, gesturing towards the city. 

“Why have you come?” 

“Ah, ‘tis hard to say it, but I wronged you so. I was young and foolish, and resented the 
burden of authority. I’ve no right to ask your forgiveness, but you should have this.” He re¬ 
vealed the stone pillar in the cart. 

Kandros rushed to it, mouth agape as he ran his fingers over the ancient runic script. 
“The ancestral Hr clan history!” He knew almost every word by heart, but it filled a void in 
him to see the history of his people again. The last words would have been carved in his own 
hand, the disappearance of Luach the Wanderer. Except... 

“I hope you do not object. I added the last fifty years myself. The founding of Hallow- 
ell, the battle of Destrier Hill, the goblin war, the births of Gridmok and young Kandros... 
you’ve done well for your people.” Kandros rose slowly, and, at long last, embraced his old 
friend. The feud was over, and the Khazad would be one again, in truth as in name. 

Kandros Fir 

Arturus found his friend by candlelight. Torches were forbidden in this hallowed chamber, 
deep in the Underhome. The soot and smoke they gave off obscured the runes carved into the 
rows of pillars, covering the names and deeds of the honored dwarven ancestors. The ancient 
dwarves who kept these sites, carving new stories and teaching others to read them, were 
called Runewardens officially but ‘Hand Seers’ more commonly. Squinting in the candlelight 
so much invariably robbed them of their sight, so they learned every word and letter by hand. 
Kandros Hr was at the end of his Clan’s section of the Rune Hall, chisel in hand. 

“I knew I’d find you here,” Arturus said, kneeling next to him. 

“I was his closest kin. I must add his name and deeds to our story.” 

“Of course, old friend. But that isn’t all you are planning, is it?” Kandros bowed his 

head. 

“I am loyal to our king, by my bones, I am loyal.” 

“But?” 

“I can no sooner abandon family than fall on my own axe! Suppose your cousin Grun- 
nos was missing. What would you do?” 

Arturus snorted. “Speak not of that wastrel, but be glad he has many older brothers to 
be king before him should good Kanlore pass.” 

“But?” 
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“But... were his fate that of Luach, I should dig to Mammon’s hell if it would find 
him. But not if my king forbid it! I know the bonds of kinship, but what of kith? Do you 
abandon your duty and your friends for a mad search? The winter will take you too, and what 
will that accomplish?” 

Kandros rose, placing the hammer and chisel back on the altar as he turned to leave. 
“My duty has others to attend it, and my friends as well, dear Arturus. But Luach Fir is alone. 
If our friendship has meaning to you, you will not hinder me.” 


It had not been easy getting to the surface. No one had been allowed to leave since Kandros s 
cousin Luach had gone to study the surface. Winter still raged, as it had for more than six 
generations, but young Luach was undaunted, and had petitioned Kanlore for leave to ex¬ 
plore the harsh surface regardless of the danger. Supplies were slim in the Underhome. Their 
I stores of black powder had been exhausted so long ago that the last dwarves who would even 
i recognize it had passed away, and expansion of the Underhome was tedious work with pick 
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and hammer. Spices had run out early in Kandros’s youth, and the pork and tubers his chil¬ 
dren fed on left eating a chore. So Luach had at last been allowed to take another appraisal of 
the state of the bleak surface, but Kanlore s hesitancy had been proven right when Luach did 
not return for months. No one was permitted to leave now, meaning Kandros had to sneak 
past guards in the dark, and would be ill regarded if he returned at all. 

The exit to the dwarven home was sealed with a massive stone door, and Kandros ex¬ 
hausted himself prying it open, even using his pick as a lever. He bravely stepped from the 
familiar darkness of his home into the unknown darkness of the Age of Ice. He emerged 
from the hillside, setting foot on grass. Not snow, and the night air was crisp but lacked the 
biting chill he had been warned of all his life. He stretched out his arms, marveling at the 
open space all around, and broke into a run down the hillside. Running was foolhardy in the 
Underhome. Low ceilings, sharp turns, and sudden drops presented challenges that demand¬ 
ed a careful step, but here there was freedom. 

And danger. Kandros found himself surrounded by large, grey dogs. He realized he had 
nearly charged into the den of these animals, and they cared little for his reason for being 
there. His hand axe was out barely before the first leapt for his throat. It was his blade that 
found the wolf’s throat first. And the skull of the next wolf to charge him. He became a whirl 
of axe and torch until the last beast lay dead or dying. 

So many animals... how could there be prey enough for a pack of this size in the 
wasteland he had been lead to believe the surface was? Then he noticed something half bur¬ 
ied in the wolves’ den. He walked over slowly, pulling the body from the debris, his breath 
held tight. Unmistakably the body of a dwarf, though it was a gruesome sight to see after the 
wolves had fed on its flesh. The pattern of the clothing marked it as a clansman of his, and 
Kandros knew he had found his cousin. He rent his beard and wept over the body. After a 
time he gathered the gathered up the body, intending to bury it within sight of the Under¬ 
home. Then he noticed... the left shoulder blade was shorn in two. Not broken, but split with 
a clean cut. He examined it carefully. Luach had been hit from behind by a battle axe, almost 
certainly by someone of his height. 

“Murder...” he whispered to the night. 

He was answered, not by the night, but by a cloaked dwarf holding a Mithril axe di¬ 
rectly behind him. “He, like you, wouldn’t leave well enough alone, Fir.” The dwarf swung his 
axe for the kill, but then dropped it clumsily and gurgled blood. 

“Kandros!” Arturus shouted from the entrance of the wolf den, his axe embedded in 
the neck of the cloaked dwarf. The two friends embraced. 

“I found Luach, and his killer I think,” Kandros informed his friend. 

Arturus Thorne went pale. “And I found my cousin as well.” The dwarf he had killed 
was the prince Grunnos. 

The last time Kandros had been in the King’s Hall, he had petitioned for permission to 
search out his cousin. Now, it was with accusation that the King’s own son had killed his kin. 
Were it not for the well respected Arturus beside him, he would have been called a murderer, 
and worse, a name-killer for making accusations against Grunnos. Kanlore stood from his 
throne and faced the two dwarves, his beard reaching nearly his full height. His eldest son 
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and his honor guard flanked him; otherwise the chamber was empty. “You defied the laws of 
your people, Kandros Fir. The surface world is a harsh land ruled by a dread god and his le¬ 
gion of giants. It was treason to leave.” 

Kandros did not interrupt his king, but rebuked him when he had finished. “The ice is 
long gone, my liege, and Winter has passed. Your laws made my people’s home a prison, and 
it was based on lies!” 

‘“Tis true, uncle,” spoke Arturus. “Your scouts have surely misled you for years!” 

“Not years, foolish Arturus. The ravages of Winter were real enough 10 months ago.” 

“You knew?” gasped Kandros. 

“Yes, but your cousin had to die to keep this secret. Even with the Winter King gone, 
the surface world is a vicious realm. Elves and humans wield magic that can destroy any war¬ 
rior. Greed makes warfare or subjugation unending. Here my people are safe, and here they 
shall remain.” 

“We are not your children, to be locked away for our own protection. Let the Khazad 
go forth and prove our worth, not cower in stone chambers like men already dead! You have 
stolen our spirit, and I name you coward, Kanlore, be it treason or no!” 

“Enough! Guards, kill them!” The honor guard readied their axes, but looked around, 
uncertain. 

“Are you insane, father? These men did no wrong. You did, and you shamed yourself 
and your kin.” Prince Toril sliced off" his braided beard and threw it in the king’s face. “You 
shall have no allegiance when word of this perfidy reaches beyond this hall. Nor shall any of 
your line.”The guards heeded his words, and lowered their weapons. 

“So you too turn. My son, hear this—when the last dwarf is hunted down, felled by 
lance or wand, be it your name that they curse with their last breath!” Kanlore staggered from 
the royal hall, towards the surface that he so feared and into exile. 

The prince turned to Arturus. “Cousin, you are my closest living kin not of my father. 

It is you the people shall follow.” 

Arturus turned to his old friend. “Kandros, could you not have left this alone as I so 
asked? Because of you I have become kin-slayer and usurper.” 

“What? This foul scene was Kanlore s doing!” 

“What I say now I say with heavy heart but the weight of the crown. You sought the 
surface world, and there you must go, banished from the Underhome. Take provisions, take 
your clan, take all who would seek their fortune above. This is not justice, but there will not 
be order in the Underhome while a traitor walks its halls, and you did break the royal decree 
when you left.” Arturus sighed. “As did I, when I followed you. Toril, if you will not be king, 
then be my viceroy, and I shall take the crown to the surface as punishment for my own dis¬ 
obedience, with whoever will follow me.” 

And so the king of the dwarves left the Underhome for the first time in over 300 years, 
and at the same time the Fir clan and their allies parted with their allies to forge their own 
Khazad nation. The two men who had been closest of fiends grew to be the fiercest of rivals 
for much of the last Age. 






Maros 

Fear has no place in a dwarf’s heart, and many dwarves consider Maros, who was to be their 
greatest champion, their greatest disappointment. His father was the Umberguard, the Keep¬ 
er of Keys, Micah, the King of Stone. He was never beaten in battle, and his honor remained 
untarnished until the day he died. 

But he did die. The Underdark is a cruel place and only the most cruel can hope to 
survive there. For centuries the hold of the dwarves had been surrounded by wild cities of 
deep goblins. Together they could have overrun the dwarves, but they were never coordinated 
enough to launch any serious attack. Then one day they came flooding through the gates. The 
dwarves stood to defend their hold; they slaughtered hundreds of goblins, many of which 



didn’t even defend themselves. They weren’t attacking, they were running. 

The following day, a demon approached the dwarven city gates. Flush and crooked, the 
demon picked at the goblin corpses still lying outside the city. When it finally hailed the city, 
it offered a deal: instead of a war between the demons and dwarves, they should settle it with 
honor. A battle between their champions, if the demons win, the dwarves abandon their city; 
if the dwarves win, then the demons will leave them be. 

Micah accepted and a thrull was brought forward to fight on the demons’ behalf. The 
thrull looked to have once been a Svartalfar, now possessed by something darker. Unwilling 
to leave the city vulnerable, a small sidegate was opened and the thrull entered, bringing with 
it only a ill-fitting chain shirt and thin sword. The fight was brief and fierce, but by the end 
King Micah was again victorious. The Thrull had managed only a few minor cuts before fall¬ 
ing under Micah’s powerful hammer. 

That night Micah died, for the thrull blade had been poisoned. Maros’s uncle was 
crowned King, and he made another deal with the demons. He claimed Micah was a hero, 
that the demons had been underhanded, but they must now honor their pact: they had lost 
the deal and they must leave the dwarves be because of it. And that seemed to be what they 
did. 

But Maros didn’t believe it. He warned his people about the demons’ treachery, told 
them that the demons must be fought, not compromised with, that his Uncle wasn’t a 
dwarven hero, he was a pawn of the demons. Then he left the Underdark and enlisted in the 
Order. 

He was supposed to be king one day; it is said that the Umberguard is to be the cham¬ 
pion of Kilmorph when all else has fallen. It is a birthright passed from father to son. Maros 






is the last of the line, and he will have no children. If there truly is such as a thing as the Um- 
berguard, it dies with him. 

Dwarven Hammerfist 

Every dwarven smith is potentially a hammerfist—and there are a lot of dwarven smiths. 
When war comes to the Khazad, their craftsmen will leave their anvils behind and join the 
ranks of the army, lending not only their brawn but their engineering skills as well, supervis¬ 
ing dwarven units in digging mines and building forts. 

Myconid 

There are strange creatures deep beneath the earth. It was on the borders of vast underground 
lakes that the Khazad met one of the most unusual, the myconid. The myconid tend to their 
glowing fungi forests and live quiet lives far from the sun. But late in the Age of Rebirth, if 
the Khazad need their strength (and their intoxicating spore clouds) the myconid will come 
and fight beside those that befriended them in the Underhome. 

Mzlrwd of Kilmorph 

Kilmorph is the Goddess of the Earth, She Who Dwells Beneath. She formed children out 
of stone, the dwarves, and taught them the secrets of metalworking. One of the first religions 
available to the men of the world, Kilmorph will answer the prayers of honorable men and 
even send her soldiers to defend their cities. 

Way of the Earthmother 

Nothing is more sacred than the earth that gave us birth. 

—The Tablets of Bambur 


Bambur 

An artist named Kheldon Ki was called before a wealthy lord and ordered to produce a statue 
of the lord to stand before his home for all the populace to see and revere. Kheldon Ki was 
a gifted artist, and all art he created was so lifelike it showed the true soul of its subject. As 
such, his statue of the lord radiated a sense of ego and vanity to all who looked at it. When 
the lord saw the completed statue, he ordered it torn down and Kheldon to spend the rest 
of his life in his deepest dungeons. Kheldon spent 40 years within the dungeon, blind and 
lonely. To fight his loneliness, he began sculpting people from the rocks in the cavern. By the 
end of his life, he had created hundreds of these stocky statues of men and woman all doing 
a variety of tasks. At a great age Kheldon lay upon the floor of the dungeon close to death. It 
was then that Kilmorph appeared before him and said “You have been imprisoned unjustly, 
for this I will grant you a wish. Choose your wish carefully though, for you will gain only one, 
be it for revenge against the lord who imprisoned you or a renewal of youth for you to live 
again.” In this way Kilmorph hoped to test Kheldon, to see if he had become so bitter as to 
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be unworthy of heaven by wishing for revenge against the lord. But Kheldon asked for nei¬ 
ther of these two things, and instead said “I wish not revenge for it would gain me nothing, 
and I wish not new life, for I am ready to die; my only wish is that during my final hours I 
would not be alone.” Kilmorph saw this as a good wish, and granted it by breathing life into 
all the statues Kheldon had created, and they tended to him until he died. After Kheldon’s 
death, his soul was carried to the underworld on the back of a great dragon, and he was wel¬ 
comed among the spirits of his ancestors. As for the stone people, they burrowed out of the 
lord s dungeon and spread through the Underdark, becoming the dwarves of today. 

Bambur is one of the few original dwarves remaining. He was carved by Kheldon and 
had Kilmorph herself breathe life into him. He is nearly as talented a crafter as his creator, 
but Bambur makes weapons instead of statues. 



The first generation of dwarves never age, they are exactly as they were when they were 
carved, but each generation of dwarves gets a slightly shorter lifespan. As they get farther and 
farther from the breath of Kilmorph, they become more mortal, in spirit and life. Bambur 
has had to watch this fall, the Umberguard himself has even turned away from Kilmorph, but 
Bambur fights on for his goddess and mother. His strength, and his weapons, are available to 
any that fights for Kilmorph. 

“It has been widely accepted as fact that the pen is mightier than the sword. With our new 
mithril blades, I think it just might be time to revise that statement.” 

—on Mithril Weapons 


Mithril Golem 

Mithril is prized in part for its ability to resist spells of all kinds, leading to highly sought af¬ 
ter armor for any warrior. However, even the Luchuirp Arch-Enchanters found themselves 
unable to bind any enchantments, no matter what form it was given. For a long time the 
idea was thought to be impossible. Then one day a dwarven city was overrun by a legion of 
drowned. The Stonewarden who found the ruins cried out to Kilmorph, rending his robes as 
he fell to his knees in horror. Every dwarven woman and child had been beheaded, the men 
dragged towards the waters, presumably to rise again and spread the misery further through 
the land. Kilmorph’s heart broke, and she spoke to the Stonewarden, instructing him to build 
the largest golem ever seen, shaped like a dwarf but cast of pure Mithril. When the time 
golem was finished, he was told, Kilmorph would give it life as their spells could not. What 
they would do with it was up to them; the goddess knew she was intervening too much al¬ 
ready. The Stonewarden nodded, and gathered his hammer and set off for the Holy city. It 
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would take a long time to forge the parts, and much blood would be shed as he toiled stoi¬ 
cally day after day But the evil would be pushed from the land—forever. 

Thane of Kilmorph 

The old Stonewarden was awakened abruptly by a knock on the temple door. He shook the 
sleep out of his eyes and opened the door, revealing a young man. “Temple services start at 
evening, my boy,” he said. 

The newcomer mustered his courage. “I want to become a Thane, sir.” 

The Stonewarden smiled at the earnestness of his visitor, recalling a time long, long 
ago when he had made a similar calling. “What time does the smith wake in the morning to 



light his furnace?” 

“Sir? I don’t know, I don’t want to be a smith, I want to serve K ilm orph!” 

“How does the merchant keep all his camels moving at the same pace? How does the 
King decide a man’s punishment? How does the miner know where to strike for ore? When 
must the baker remove his sweet bread to keep it from burning? What does the soldier do to 
keep his courage up before battle?” The boy stared back at the Stonewarden, who chuckled 
at last. “Kilmorph does not need service in the temple, youngling, but amongst her people. 
Work side by side with the smith, to learn his struggles and dreams. Travel with the mer¬ 
chant, and guide him through his temptations. Be beside the soldier as he dies, and the king 
as he orders the death of a guilty man. We of Kilmorph can mold the community together as 
the potter shapes the clay, for they will heed your advice only when they know you were once 
one of them.” 

“How will I know when I am done?” 

“You will know. Kilmorph will draw you back to me, and I will be ready to teach you 
how to draw on her power. A Stonewarden is able to move mountains—only when his peo¬ 
ple share his faith. So go, draw the people to together and to Kilmorph, and when you return 
the earth itself will do your bidding.” The old man watched as his charge left hesitandy, then 
shuffled back and resumed his nap. 

—From Chapter 4 of Reflections on the State Cults, by Elder Methyl of the Luonnotar 













Found Temple 

It was dusk when the Stonewarden arrived. Few had ever actually seen one in this small vil¬ 
lage, but I knew his cause full well. The dwarves all made way for him, a few offering cautious 
greetings, which he ignored. He stopped in a clearing at the other edge of town and surveyed 
his surroundings, then sat down and began to chant. Soon the earth began to shake, and a 
cloud of dust surrounded the Stonewarden. The small dwarf children clung tightly to their 
mothers as the loud scrapping of earth and rock echoed through the village. In minutes it was 
over, and jagged edges of stone began to peak through as the dust settled. Centered where the 
Stonewarden had sat now stood a Temple of Kilmorph. When the next disciple of the earth 
mother arrived in this village, they would find a more than receptive group of followers.” 

—Recollections of Marost Dzorad, 43rd Treasurer of the Merchants Guild of Kazak 



Earth Magic 


Earth Elemental 

The ground. It is constant, and so easily taken for granted. All the more terrifying when it 
turns against you. 


Wall of Stone 

You won’t believe this one. So, I send a runner to Golden Leane for a mage to help us de¬ 
fend this worthless little town. A couple of days later, an adept shows up—scrawny little bug¬ 
ger—and you know what he did? Made a pile of stones, right in front of the city. I hear about 
entire enemy companies wiped out by our fireballs, but I just get a pile of stones. I guess we’ll 
just have to defend against all odds again. Get back to your post, the ores will be coming 
soon. 

—Dalrin, commander of the 81st legion, three hours before repelling a barbarian attack on 
Timber ling 
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CernunnoA, AncjeLof 

See Also 

Yggdrasil 

Beltane Cycle 

Chapter 1 

“We danced under the leaves, in the forest that was Sucellus. He sat at its heart but he was 
the branches that we walked upon, the ground on which we played and wind and rain that 
nurtured us. There was no disease, and no death that he did not allow.” 

“That isn’t to say that no one died. Our lives were long but not eternal and eventually 
the physical body would be laid aside to travel in more spiritual places. But no one ever died 
by malice or accident. A child jumping from branch to branch was blessed by Sucellus with 
agility and balance, but he would also find that the branch would move to catch him as well. 
So great was Sucellus’s love for us that his forest cared for us as well.” 

The elven children gathered closer to the storyteller. They could still feel the stirring of 
their bonds with the forest, but the forests they knew were tombs compared to the forest in 
the Age of Dragons. The elves still felt deep reverence for them, but the soul of the forest was 
gone. 

“What story would you like to hear tonight children?” 

Many answers were shouted back, the storyteller stopped them, surprised by one of the 
suggestions. 

“The Black Mirror? What do you know of that story Cewellyn?” 

The boy smiled shyly. “My father said that the Malakim receive visions from a sea of 
glass that is supposed to bless anyone who looks into it, to make him more virtuous. But that 
in hell there is one that does the opposite.” 

“Yes, there was once a mirror as your father described, but it has been destroyed now. 
Remember that during this first age, as we lived in Sucellus s embrace and the gentle Aifons 
dwelt in the Seas with Danalin, the rest of creation was at war. We were bordered by vast 
mountains with moving rocks, battle-scarred plains, and the sea. Of those only the sea was 
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safe to travel on. Those few that left to explore other regions never returned.” 

“Cernunnos was with us then as well, and had three mortal wives. They all bore him 
children and all the male children were born with the horns and hooves of their father. They 
were powerful fighters among the Ljosalfar and used to play games to test their strength. The 
greatest was said to be Gower.” 

“They were powerful sons, but powerful only compared to those in the forest and the 
occasional Aifon traveler, and they believed themselves to be unbeatable. They spent days 
watching the great beasts of the gods battle across the plains neighboring the forest, envying 
the battle they couldn’t join. Until the day Gower defied the laws of Sucellus and left the for¬ 
est to see what lay on the other side of the mountains.” 



The branches reached for the charging satyr, roots and weeds wrapped around his hooves but 
still he charged ahead tearing plants from the ground. Back behind his brothers called for 
him and a rustle of warning spread through the forest towards its heart. But Gower charged 
on. 

Leaping from the forest’s edge onto the rocky slope of the mountains was like moving 
from one world to another. He was no longer within the borders of Sucellus’s lands and he 
immediately felt the difference. The forest had loved him, nourished him and been a compan¬ 
ion from birth. But he felt nothing from the rough stone beneath him now. Beside him the 
forest lay open, welcoming him back like a protective womb. But Gower pushed on. 

In the forest the wind whistled though the canopy of trees, but here it roared against 
the mountains. He imagined the breath of those great beasts he saw battling on the fields 
couldn’t be much stronger than this and the higher he climbed the more the wind pushed 
and switched direction. 

Everything seemed dangerous here. In the forest he had been the strongest of his fa¬ 
ther’s sons, and there was nothing that he couldn’t bend, break, or push aside. But here the 
stones chipped at his hooves and tore at his skin when he fell and slid back along the steep 
mountainside. Occasionally the mountain shook, sending rocks raining down on him. One 
of these rockslides caused a rock to cut deeply into his shoulder. He had bled before, in mock 
battles with his brothers they would often hurt each other. But where those wounds were the 
worst he could receive in the forest’s embrace, here it was the very least. 

Stopping halfway up he looked back to see he had long ago risen well past even the 
forest’s tallest trees. He could look down into the emerald lands of Sucellus and see the deep 
blue sea beyond. To the west the mountains continued and to the east the battle-scarred 
plains where he had watched so many battles. Now he saw a floating citadel passing over 
the plains like a giant rocky spike. Fortifications and symbols were carved into the rock and 
winged creatures surrounded it like a black cloud. As it got closer to the mountain range 
great giants rose out of the ground and began tossing rocks at the floating citadel. Crashing 
into it and causing hordes of the flying creatures to swoop down, pick up the giants and carry 
them up almost to the citadel before dropping them. 

But the rocks did little damage to the citadel and the winged creatures were rarely able 
to lift one of the giants off of the ground. The battle continued for hours as Gower climbed, 
with little success from either side. Night came and eventually the sounds of rocks slamming 
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into the citadel and the distant war cries from either side faded away as well. The moon hung 
low over the sea but the stars were obscured by a grey haze. 

When Gower reached the mountains peak he saw the source of the haze. Beyond the 
mountains burned. Great red rivers ran from them like blood and tortured smoke poured 
from peaks and collapsed holes in the mountains. 

“Such is the cost of war.” 

An angel was sitting in the shadow of the peak. He was old, powerfully built and wore 
a gold crown decorated with opals. 

“What happened?” Gower asked, wary but curious about the stranger. 

“A raid on Kilmorph’s lands. This was once a beautiful valley filled with the wide eyed 
Calculpech and troublesome groundhogs. Now only ash and broken rock remain.” 

Gower noticed that the angel had a long spear beside him. It had rings on the end 
where a banner could be flown but the rings were empty. 

“Who are you?” Gower asked. 

“Once the champion of hope, but that time is long past. Now I am only another victim 
of this great war.” 

At this the angel finally turned and considered Gower, and Gower felt uneasy in his 
stare. Unwilling to be read by the angel Gower offered his identity. 

“I am Gower, from the domain of Sucellus.” 

“Ahh, Gower. Do you come to join the war or to end it?” 

Gower considered the question. He only really wanted to see what was on the other 
side of the mountains, maybe wrestle the beasts he saw fighting on the plains. But this de¬ 
struction, this kind of war, shocked him. 

“I thought I would fight, but I see now that Sucellus was right to stay out of the God- 
swar. There is too much pain here.” 

The angel smiled, Gower thought he approved of his answer but in truth the angel was 
just amused by the satyr’s innocence. 

“We can end this war, but not through diplomacy. Only through more pain. When cre¬ 
ation itself shudders, when every angel fights, there will be no choice but peace.” 

As the angel spoke he stood up and his gold wings unfurled. Gower had seen Sucellus 
as the heart of the forest many times and this angel shared a majestic quality with the god of 
nature. 

“That will never happen,” Gower answered, “Sucellus will never join the war.” 

“Yes, yes he will.” 

Chapter 2 

Cernunnos, the great horned one, awoke to the whispers of the trees. They spoke of his son 
Gower, that he had left the protection of the forest. He was instantly up and charging 
through the forest. The Ljosalfar stared as his passing, unable to hear the trees and scared to 
see the greatest angel of Sucellus so enraged. 

“Where did he go? What of my children?” 

The chorus of answers surrounded him, “into the mountains...” “the children wait at 
the forest’s edge...”“Gower is gone...” 







As he ran he felt the presence of Sucellus beside him, calming him although Cernun- 
nos didn’t want to be calmed. 

“Why didn’t you stop him?” 

Sucellus spoke directly to his archangel, his words resounded within him “This is no 
prison my child. Gower left of his own will, you cannot follow.” 

Cernunnos knew the truth of the words but refused to answer. In a few minutes he was 
at the forest’s edge where the rest of his sons stood yelling for Gower to come back. Gower 
was just beginning the ascent, no more than a few hundred yards from the forest’s edge. Cer¬ 
nunnos stopped to command his other sons to return to the forest’s heart, but so terrible was 
his expression that he didn’t even need to speak to send them all fleeing into the forest. 

Cernunnos yelled from the edge. His great voice echoed against the mountain and ev¬ 
eryone in the forest heard his call but Gower continued on as if he hadn’t. Frustrated, Cer¬ 
nunnos ripped out a tree and slammed it into the ground. The mountainside trembled with 
the blow, sending rocks rolling down into the forest and even knocking down Gower as he 
climbed. But still he didn’t look back. 

Even more angry, Cernunnos picked up one of the loose rocks that had rolled into the 
forest and threw it at his son. The rock hit Gower on his shoulder and he fell in pain. But 
when he picked himself up he only looked up the mountain and hurried forward even faster. 

Cernunnos looked back into the forest’s heart. Sucellus hadn’t moved from the great 
chamber of root and branches that was his home, but his spirit was there at the forest’s edge. 
Cernunnos only whispered “I’m sorry” and then jumped out onto the mountainside. 

Landing on the rocky slope Cernunnos felt the loss of Sucellus’s arda for the first time. 
His body trembled and it felt like his soul was pulled out of him. Only the thought of his el¬ 
dest son scrambling up the slope ahead of him allowed him to continue on. Cernunnos yelled 
Gower’s name again as he picked himself up. 

A shadow fell over him. Cernunnos recognized the god of despair when he saw him 
and paled when Agares dropped between him and his son. 

“You were always my favorite of the archangels, are you as strong as they say?” 

Agares stood bathed in black and gold flames, he was beautiful and horrible. His lance 
was raised above his head and his six wings fully unfurled, blocking Cernunnos’s sight of his 
son. 



Cernunnos summoned the strength to talk, “I only want my son, I have no quarrel 
with you.” 

“If you want him,” Agares smiled, “come and get him.” 

Cernunnos charged forward, lowering his head he braced his shoulders for the impact. 
Nothing had ever resisted his charge, though he had never attacked a god before. 

Just before the strike a single feather fell off of Agares’s wing. It landed on Cernunnos’s 
back and drove the charging archangel to the ground. There he lay prostrate before the god of 
entropy, a single feather on his back. As much as he struggled, dug his hands into the earth 
and shattered the rocks beneath him Cernunnos could not rise. 

Agares knelt down beside Cernunnos, “Maybe next time will work out better for you.” 
Then Agares was off into the sky, the shadow passed over Cernunnos and was gone. 

Cernunnos labored under the weight of the feather for the rest of the day. When the 
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sun finally dipped below the mountains and Cernunnos was swallowed by the mountain’s 
shadow a breeze blew along the mountainside. Barely enough to ruffle hair the breeze picked 
up the feather which circled lazily in the breeze before slipping down and coming to rest at 
the forest’s edge. 

But Cernunnos was already gone. The mountain shook with each thunderous strike of 
his hooves as he charged up the mountain. He could see the silhouette of Gower at the 
mountain’s peak, standing, looking over the mountain. Cernunnos was terrified for his son 
but for a moment he had hope. Hope that he would reach him in time. Hope that his en¬ 
counter with Agares had nothing to do with Gower. Then Agares stood up next to Gower on 
the mountain’s peak and that hope was gone. 

Cernunnos screamed, the mountains echoed that terrified yell back at him and over 
the forest below. The Ljosalfar cried in anguish and Cernunnos’s other children echoed their 
father’s yell. 

Agares reached out and grabbed Gower by the throat. The satyr flailed helplessly in the 
god’s powerful grip. Gower’s muscles strained and turned red, his limbs trembled. Agares 
reached out with his other hand and opened a portal. There was a dark world beyond, full of 
ashes and pitch black seas. It was the ruins of a world now ground to dust. And Agares car¬ 
ried Gower through the portal. 

Cernunnos reached the top just as the portal began to close. Without thinking he leapt 
through. 


Cernunnos lost his connection with Sucellus when he left the forest. But he hadn’t realized 
that he could feel the connection with each of the gods until it was taken from him. Passion¬ 
ate Bhall, loving Sirona, vigilant Junil all had some part in his soul and drove him from the 
forest to save his son. But this world was devoid of their voices. Here only one god remained, 
the god of despair, Agares. 

The world was ash in all directions. The sky was empty and although he had seen a 
dark river leading to a sea that seemed to reflect the empty sky Cernunnos couldn’t see it 
now. But Cernunnos was not without talents, he was the archangel of nature and he reached 
his hands down into the grey earth and called for some living thing to respond. Something 
with strength, with warmth that could grow and change. The entire world could not be dead. 

And he felt it, the only life in this forgotten world, his son being dragged into a pit. 
Gower was still alive but in horrible pain. And for the first time Gower sensed Cernunnos as 
well and called out his father’s name. 

Cernunnos was up and moving again. Across the endless grey, his breaths the only 
sound in this empty world and a wake of ashes left behind him. He followed his son’s call un¬ 
til he came to a great pit. In the center a granite island floated and ashes eternally fell like 
sand from it into the darkness below. Agares stood on the island with the captured Gower. 

Cernunnos leapt. He flew across the expanse like a bird in flight and as he flew he 
heard, he felt, Gower’s cries. Halfway across the expanse Agares squeezed the neck of the 
young satyr and he died. Gower’s soul hung in the air, longed for the call of Sucellus to lead 
him to his eternal home but Agares reached out and consumed the satyr’s soul instead. 

Cernunnos slammed into the side of the floating island. He cried out for his son in de- 
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spair as he clawed his way up and over the lip of the island onto the top. 

Agares stood alone on the flat granite top. He casually tossed the broken body of 
Gower down in front of him and Cernunnos charged. Agares held out a hand to stop the en¬ 
raged archangel and the entire world shuddered with the force of the impact. Agares was the 
heart of this world and he could not be moved. But so powerful was Cernunnos strike that 
the world was moved around him. Chasms opened up in the surface of the deepest hell, rivers 
poured into lost caverns, and Agares was laid prostrate before the mighty Cernunnos. 

Agares looked down at the horn marks in his black and gold breastplate. It was as 
great a hit as the he had ever received, but he was a god and would not fall to an archangels 
attack. 

Agares was on Cernunnos in full force. His lance forgotten, Agares tore into the 
horned giant as a beast. Black and gold flames sheathed both of them, burning Cernunnos 
and he suffered through the physical attack and a similar assault on his soul. Both his body 
and his spirit were being crushed by the force of Agares. Agares grabbed Cernunnos’s head 
and turned it to the smooth polished floor of the island, it was a perfect black mirror that re¬ 
flected the pain and anguish Cernunnos was feeling. 

“You were always my favorite of the archangels,” Agares whispered. 

From within the black mirror Cernunnos s image writhed and yelled. He shared all of 
Cernunnos’s features but they were cast in blacks and reds instead of browns and green of the 
archangel. As Cernunnos watched in horror the image reached up through the surface and 
climbed out of the mirror. This dark version of him stood leering down at where Agares held 
him. 

Satisfied with his new creation Agares wrapped his hand around Cernunnos’s throat 
and squeezed. The world swirled in Cernunnos’s gaze, he could feel his life draining from 
him and Agares preparing to consume his soul. 

A crack of thunder shook the island. Agares screamed in pain and dropped Cernunnos. 
Another blow destroyed Agares s breastplate and drove the god back further. The twisted im¬ 
age of Cernunnos charged and was caught by deer hooves and kicked over the side of the is¬ 
land and into the pit. Sucellus stood in the center of the island, an angry god in all his glory. 
He looked down at Cernunnos but his gaze was caught in the black mirror. 

Cernunnos realized immediately what was happening so he struck the mirror with all 
his force and the mirror exploded around them. Great black shards rained over them and 
Agares howled in anger. Cernunnos picked up a shard, intending to throw it at the god of 
despair but Sucellus grabbed him and the grey wastes of Agares s hell disappeared beneath 
them. 

Back in the forest Sucellus called out to every plant and animal, ordering them to pre¬ 
pare for the coming battle. As his presence raced through the forest he could already feel 
Agares’s taint invading. The forest was being twisted and corrupted. The grass withered, ani¬ 
mals grew sick and fled, spreading their disease in any area they passed through. 

Cernunnos began organizing the Ljosalfar. They had never known war but they would 
soon. One, a young sculptor, looked into the shard of the black mirror Cernunnos still held. 
She was frozen, transfixed by it. A ghostly image appeared beside her, an image of her but 
malicious and cruel. Cernunnos crushed the image with his massive fist and handed the 
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shard, face down, to the elf. 

“Hide this, don’t ever let anyone look into it.” 

She took the shard it and rushed off immediately to perform the task. There was a bat¬ 
tle coming, but Cernunnos had a task left to perform before he started it. 

He returned to his home beneath the red oak. Gower’s mother was waiting outside. He 
didn’t need to say anything, as he approached she fell weeping, her head in her hands. 

The children sat entranced by the story. Eyes widened with every attack and they quivered 
and mourned with each defeat. 

“What happened next?” Cewellyn asked. 

The storyteller considered the question. 

“I wish I could say that things were better but things became much worse. Sucellus and 
Danalin joined the Godswar and creation itself was nearly destroyed in the following weeks. 
Fortunately, rather than cause that, the gods came together to create the compact and agree 
to withdrawal from creation. All because of the events begun by Gower.” 

“Did Sucellus rescue Gower?” 

“No, I don’t believe so. But at Beltane the nations that revere Cernunnos hold a wres¬ 
tling celebration that is in honor of his favored son. And to this day the satyrs, distant chil¬ 
dren of Cernunnos, ally themselves to any nation that follows their great father.” 

The storyteller paused. Beltane was only a few nights away and he wanted the children 
to understand that these were more than just games. 

“But it is late and more of this story will have to wait for another night.” 

The storyteller smiled as the children moaned and begged for a little more time. But 
they eventually accepted the storyteller’s statement and went off to their beds where they 
were met by dreams of battling gods, Cernunnos, and his favorite son. 

Chapter 3 

Hemah reached down into the underbrush at the forest’s edge. A storm had ravaged the area 
and a glint of gold was visible in the dirt. Thinking it a coin he was surprised to find a golden 
feather. The feather was beautiful, unblemished by its time in the mud despite the fact that 
Hemah suspected it had been there for a very long time, and it had such a feeling of strong 
reality about it that it made everything around it seem less real. 

Alazkan called for him from the horses. His accent was as perfect as the illusion 
Hemah’s amulet wove around him. He would appear to everyone as a Lanun trader instead of 
a Svartalfar assassin. Even his impatience was indicative of his human persona, and Hemah 
wondered how much of it was an act. 

“I’m coming.” Hemah slipped the feather into his robe and brushed the dirt from his 
sleeves, the signal that they were being watched. Alazkan was already aware of that and re¬ 
sisted the urge to roll his eyes at the mysterious, though talented, mage. 

Three days later found them in the heart of the forest. It was Beltane and the city was 
full of travelers intent on worship and games. A pair of new faces, even human ones wouldn’t 
be noticed. 

Once Alazkan had shuttered the windows and checked the inn room he removed the 
amulet. 








“Have you found it?” 

Hemah rubbed his eyes. He had been scrying the city all day but hadn’t slept well for 
days. The Svartalfar provided him with incense that kept him from dreaming, but the sleep 
was empty. He was physically rested but it was becoming more difficult to focus his mind. 

“Yes, there are three temples in the city. Between the three there is a small grove with a 
statue of a satyr. It is inside the statue.” 

“Inside?” Alazkan asked, “is there a secret door in the statue?” 

“I don’t think so. They couldn’t destroy it. So they built it into a statue to hide it.” 

Alazkan was a talented thief, but he couldn’t steal a statue from the Ljosalfar capital 
alone. And trying to chip away at a statue in the middle of a festival was bound to get some¬ 
one’s attention. 

“I’m going to need another illusion, and a time when no one will be in the grove.” 

The festival provided the opportunity they needed. The regina procession, a parade of 
all of the Ljosalfar royalty lead by Arendel herself. Hemah and Alazkan stood waiting at the 
edge of the procession only a few hundred yards from the grove. Though they would be close 
to the crowds of Evermore no one would be watching the grove and the cheers should cover 
any noise they made. 

Adepts were preparing for the procession. All were dressed in elven finery and practic¬ 
ing the minor illusions that would enhance the parade. Hemah scoffed at the obvious strain 
they spent on starlight or glowing effects on the chariots. One adept struggled to make a deer 
carved in the side of chariot look to leap and dance along the chariot’s side. 

Then Hemah saw her. She was going to each of the adepts, making sure they were 
ready and encouraging them. She went from one display to the next, she had mastered every 
illusion and easily recreated it for each adept. Showing him how to improve it or making sure 
it was just right. She stopped at the struggling adept, held his hands against hers and let him 
feel her movements as she cast the spell. It was perfect and in his next attempt he had it as 
well. 



She was beautiful and for the first time Hemah felt guilty for helping the Svartalfar 
steal from this city. It had been a long time since he had felt guilty for anything. 

The horns rang out and the crowds pushed toward the center of Evermore. The beauti¬ 
ful archmage slipped into the palace and the procession began. As elven royalty began com¬ 
ing out of the palace to enter their enchanted chariots Alazkan grabbed Hemah’s elbow. 

“Come on.” 

Hemah resisted, hoping the she would come back. But gave in at another pull from 
Alazkan and followed him through the crowd. 

Outside the grove their wagon waited. Four bulls pulled it and the open back was re¬ 
inforced with enough iron to be able to carry the statue. There was a rune inscribed on the 
wagon bed, though for now it was inert. 

Alazkan lead the wagon into the grove while Hemah walked alongside. They could 
hear the crowd getting louder as each set of nobles got progressively more famous. But 
not everyone was watching the procession, a disciple was startled to see the wagon cutting 
through the small grove. 

“What are you doing? Get that wagon out of here!” 
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Hemah started the excuse they had prepared, “I’m so sorry, the road ahead was blocked 
and we...” 

The rest of the story was unnecessary as Alazkan had already killed him. A sword 
strike, body caught before it dropped to the ground and slipped into the back of the wagon. 
Hemah was suddenly glad that if he were to die Alazkan’s amulet would stop working and he 
would be revealed as a Svartalfar in the center of the Ljosalfar capital. 

The crowds cheered and horns announced the entrance of Arendel herself. 

“Help me.” Alazkan ordered, throwing ropes around the statue. 

Hemah did, tying them off and signaling that he was ready for the wagon to pull. Ala¬ 
zkan whipped the bulls forward until the ropes pulled taunt, there was brief second of pause 
when nothing moved and then the statue fell forward against the wagons back. 

Alazkan stopped the bulls, then locked the wheels in place and adjusted the ropes. 
While he set the bulls to be able to pull the statue up into the wagon Hemah inscribed a 
rune on the ground where the statue used to stand. When he was finished he cast his spell 
and an illusionary statue stood in the old statue’s place. 

By that time Alazkan had the statue in the wagon and was calling for Hemah to hurry 
up. Hemah jumped into the wagon bed and traced over the rune he had inscribed there. The 
statue in the wagon bed shimmered and disappeared, leaving the wagon bed apparently emp¬ 
ty as long as no one noticed that it sat low on its wheels and its wheels cut heavy grooves in 
the ground. 

Alazkan looked back and smiled, “I don’t think were supposed to be here friend, what 
say we try to get out to real roads?” 

Hemah nodded. 

The ride out of Evermore was uneventful, outside of that single disciple and the hordes 
of people watching the procession the city was empty. With luck it would take days for any¬ 
one to notice the statue had been stolen and by then it would be safely outside of their forest. 
But the further Hemah rode on the wagon the more anxious he got. 

“I can’t leave yet.” 

Alazkan eyed him suspiciously, “You are far too useful to be discarded after this mis¬ 
sion if that is what you are worrying about.” 

“No, I just want to explore Evermore more. There may be more artifacts here, it’s sup¬ 
posed to have been the same location the elves once shared with Sucellus.” 

Alazkan considered his options, as always killing anyone presenting the least risk 
weighed highly in his thinking. But he either decided that Hemah may be right in finding 
even more treasures in the Ljosalfar city, or the mage truly scared him. Either way he decided 
to let him go. He reached into his tunic and produced the pouch of incense that was Hemah’s 
payment. 

“Very well, let me know if you find something worth stealing and we can try it again. 
Next time I want to be a Grigori nobleman. I have some ideas for some great insults and I 
can put down Cernunnos at every opportunity.” 

Hemah smiled, “I will do that, the shadows greet you.” 

“And you brother.” 







With that Alazkan drove the wagon out into the forest and Hemah turned and began 
walking back into Evermore. 

Chapter 4 

Although it wasn’t uncommon for disciples to miss the evening bell during Beltane, and not 
unheard of to still be missing the next morning, it was out of character for the bookish dis¬ 
ciple Wyren. He had been the least interested in the festival and outside of his religious obli¬ 
gations hadn’t attended many of the games or displays that crowded the elven capital. 

Priest Tuathal watched the flowerbed in concern. The flowers that each bloomed dur¬ 
ing different parts of the day, arrayed in an arc in order as they bloomed. Numbers marked 
each section and allowed the flowerbed to function as a large living clock as it was easy to tell 
the time by looking at the flowers that were in bloom. It was nearly noon and Wyren was still 
missing. 

A squirrel chattered loudly above the priest, hoping he may have some treats. Tuathal 
scowled back, unhappy to see the animal expecting to be feed rather than gathering the food 
from the forest himself. But the squirrel wouldn’t give up and followed the priest from tree to 
tree as he walked into the grove between the three temples. 

Tuathal quietly prayed for some guidance. He couldn’t help but feel that something 
bad had happened to Wyren even if everything else seemed normal. Unhappy at being ig¬ 
nored the squirrel climbed out on the branch closest to Tuathal and then jumped from there 
onto the satyr statue at the center of the grove. But instead of landing gracefully on the satyr’s 
broad arm the squirrel passed completely through the statue and landed with a confused thud 
on the ground. 

Tuathal stared in surprise at the squirrel and the statue he had just jumped through. 
Pulling an acorn from his pocket he scooped the squirrel up onto his shoulder and gave him 
the nut while studying the statue. The squirrel studied it suspiciously as well. 

Slowly reaching out, Tuathals’s hand past effortlessly through the statue, it was only an 
illusion. The real statue was gone. 



Hemah watched as the grove filled up with priests, city watch, and mages investigating the 
missing statue. He wasn’t worried about being noticed, as a significant crowd of curious trav¬ 
elers, disciples, and adepts had turned up to watch what was going on. 

Devon, an elven man with golden hair and green eyes was leading the investigation. 

He wore the garb of a watch captain but it was obvious from his bearing that he was nobility 
as well. The captain checked out the statue himself and then after conferring with a shrug¬ 
ging group of mages ordered someone to get Thessa. Hemah leaned forward in interest, this 
was the first time he had heard her name but he suspected he already knew who she was. 

While he waited the captain investigated the rest of the grove, ordering people back. 
He found wagon tracks leading into the grove, and the heavier set leading out. They lead back 
out to one of the busiest roads in Evermore, where they were impossible to track. But he sent 
a group of soldiers down the road anyway to see what they could find. He asked another to 
start questioning the local wagoners to see if anyone had stored or purchased a wagon capa¬ 
ble of carrying a marble statue in the past few days. The day after Beltane there were hun- 
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dreds of wagons in Evermore that fit that description, but the lieutenant accepted his charge 
and set off to perform it. 

Shortly afterwards a beautiful archmage entered the grove and the theorizing mages 
grew quiet. She talked quietly with the captain, asked a few questions to the mages, who 
shrugged again, and then went over and knelt down by the statue. 

“Is the statue of anyone in particular?” she asked. 

Priest Tuathal scowled but controlled himself before responding, “Surely your studies 
keep you to long from the temple lady Thessa. The statue is of Gower, favored son of Cer- 
nunnos, who was killed by Agares during the first age. This statue was erected by the elves of 
that age in memory of him. It is one of the oldest relics in Evermore.” 

“Thieves usually aren’t that interested in history and there are a thousand statues in Ev¬ 
ermore that would have been easier to steal. Is there any reason why this one would be more 
valuable?” 

The priest cleared his throat. The eyes of everyone in the grove went to him and the 
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squirrel on his shoulder glared back at everyone. 

After an awkward silence Tuathal said, “we may need to talk about that in private.” 

Devon ordered one of his guards to have the priest taken into the temple for a more 
private conversation. But Thessa ignored the response, to her it was just another example of 
how the traditions of the Ljosalfar were keeping it from moving ahead. Taking a deep breath 
she closed her eyes and began to cast. 

If she was beautiful, she was even more beautiful while in the throes of magic. Her 
dark hair, unusual among the Ljosalfar, fluttered and her body strained as she channeled the 
power needed to cast the spell. Hemah recognized it, she would be trying to follow the link 
between the illusion and the one maintaining it. She was trying to find him. But just before 
her spell was completed Hemah released the illusion and the statue disappeared. 

“What happened, did you dispel it?” Devon asked. 

With the object of her spell gone Thessa struggled to release the magic harmlessly. Her 
hands glowed as if stars danced from them and then faded out. 

“No,” Thessa answered, “I hadn’t done anything yet. The caster released the spell before 
I could follow it back to him.” 

Devon looked up at the assembled group of spectators, who dumbly returned his gaze. 
He turned to the last of his lieutenants. 

“Have everyone here be brought to the barracks for questioning.” 

A few hours later Hemah was still sitting in the barracks waiting to be questioned. All 
of the citizens of Evermore had been first, and questioning them went relatively quickly. But 
they were taking their time with the travelers. Hemah had already released the spell he cast 
on Alazkan’s amulet, he hoped it hid him for long enough. And unlike most mages he didn’t 
keep anything magical on him. He was less concerned with the questioning then he was in 
making sure he got the right questioner. 

Fortunately Thessa was in charge of examining all the travelers and just after nightfall 
his name was called and he was shuffled into a small office with her. Thessa looked over the 
notes a soldier had collected on the group and the items they had taken from Hemah. 

“Are these yours?” 

“Yes,” Hemah answered. 

“What are you doing in Evermore?” 

“I came for the festival,” Hemah said somewhat honestly. 

“A common answer today, do you worship Cernunnos?” Thessa asked the questions as a 
matter of protocol, she was more interested in looking through the items he had. She had the 
golden feather, mask and bag of incense laid out on the table and she was carefully examining 
the feather. 

“No, I’m not really religious. Though I do enjoy the sights of Evermore and the festi¬ 
val.” 

This was the first time Thessa looked up at him, most of the people she talked to today 
claimed to be worshipers even if they weren’t. He had a gentle face, almost soft and would be 
handsome if he didn’t look so tired. He didn’t match what she would expect from a merchant, 
mage or one of the many people that flocked to Evermore for the festival. 

“What of these items?” she asked. 
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“The mask is for the festival,” Hemah lied, he wore the mask to keep him from seeing 
his own reflection. That helped keep him from dreaming about himself, which was an exhila¬ 
rating and terrifying experience. 

“The feather I found on the edges of your empire. I’ve only had it for a few days and 
I’m not sure what to make of it.” 

“It is beautiful.” Thessa was more practical than most of the Ljosalfar, and had never 
seen much value in spiritual or artistic matters but she couldn’t deny the draw of the feather. 
She tested it several times before Hemah came into the room and it was the reason she want¬ 
ed to question him directly. It wasn’t magical, but she couldn’t believe the draw it had without 
magical means. 

“It’s the second most beautiful thing I’ve seen in your lands.” 

Hemah’s meaning was obvious from the way he was looking at her, but Thessa pre¬ 
tended to miss the compliment. 

“And the incense?” 

“It helps me sleep.” Hemah honestly responded, “I have troubling dreams sometimes, 
but if I burn the incense in the room with me I don’t have them.” 

“This is an ancient elven craft, I’m surprised to see anyone with it, especially a human. 
Did you buy it from someone at the festival?” 

“No, I met a merchant in Kingsport with it. But I don’t know how he got it.” 

Hemah paused before continuing. 

“About the feather... I’d like you to have it.” 

Thessa looked surprised and suspicious so Hemah continued. 

“As I said, I found it at the edge of your empire, so if anything it is yours anyway. It is 
too beautiful to be stuffed into my tunic for months on end.” 

Thessa would never accept a gift from someone being investigated. The fact that he was 
offering a gift implied his guilt. But she couldn’t help feeling that this was different, that this 
man was lonely and out of place, but not responsible for the disappearance of the statue or 
disciple Wyren. And she found herself unable to turn down the feather. 

“Are you sure, this won’t affect the investigation at all. You will still likely spend the 
night in jail.” 

Hemah nodded, “I’m sure.” 

Thessa tucked the feather in her dark hair and smiled at him. That vision was forever 
burned into Hemah’s heart and it was all he could do to keep from professing his eternal love 
for her. Then she leaned across, kissed him gently on the cheek, whispered her thanks and left 
the room. He was left stunned. 

Devon was watching the interview. There were only a handful of suspects that seemed 
out of place. Though he suspected they were all dead ends. But seeing Thessa kiss the pale hu¬ 
man caused a turmoil of emotions that he was unable to understand. 

When she came out of the room they met to discuss the results of the interviews. 
Thessa didn’t know he had seen the kiss but sensed immediately that he was distant. As they 
went through each of the suspects they easily agreed to hold or release each of them until 
they came to Hemah. 

“Do you think he is a mage without magic, a kidnapper without a victim, an attacker 
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without a weapon and a thief without the goods? We found the wagoner that sold the miss 
ing wagon, the man he described doesn’t match any of our suspects. What is it you suspect 
about this one?” 

Devon was unaccustomed to being so directly questioned from anyone except Thessa, 
it was one of the things that he loved about her. She was right, but even without the kiss 
there was something about Hemah that bothered him. Devons father was an angel in Sucel- 
lus’s charge and that divine birthright usually made his instincts correct. 

Unable to settle the dispute they asked priest Tuathal s opinion. He peeked into the 
room where Hemah sat quietly and considered him. After a few minutes he simply said, “I 
agree with Devon, there is something suspicious about the man that warrants more scrutiny. I 
would have him held until we find out more.” 

Devon gave the order before Thessa could object. Then Tuathal stepped in to cool the 
stubborn archmage’s temper. 

“I heard that Devon proposed to you at the festival dance last night. I am sorry it took 
me so long to congratulate your betrothal.” 

Tuathal’s tactic worked and Thessa let her argument go in the face of the priest’s good 
wishes. 


“Yes, it was an amazing night. I couldn’t be happier.” 

Devon was also relaxed by the memories of the previous night, “Now we have only to 
set a day.” 

Thessa smiled, Hemah’s plight was forgotten. 

A few minutes later guards came and told Hemah he was to be held for further ques¬ 
tioning. They led him to a cell where he was locked up with a few pickpockets and a handful 
of others that were suspected of having something to do with the theft. He went peacefully 
to the cell, and only argued that he needed his incense so he could sleep. They refused to give 
it to him and ignored his requests. 

Hemah stayed up for most of the night but as the hours went by he found himself 
drifting off in short bursts. The sleep from the incense wasn’t that restful so it had been weeks 
since he had really slept. In this short bursts of dreams he saw visions of Thessa, the satyr 
statue, the golden feather as part of the wings of an ancient god, and that gods’ attack on this 
very forest. Visions of withered trees and disease. 

He shook himself awake. These dreams were horrible but he was so tired that he was 
falling asleep even as he paced back and forth. Eventually the dreams won. 

When he awoke the barracks was full of concerned guards, mages, and priests. Devon 
was organizing the efforts and getting reports from scouts checking in from various edges of 
the forest. After a few hours the guards remembered the travelers they had detained and, see¬ 
ing no opportunity to pursue the investigation and little hope of finding anything if they did, 
opened the cell and let them go. 

Hemah had his mask, incense and other items returned and he was released onto the 
streets of Evermore. Devon excused himself from his meeting and caught up with Hemah as 
he walked away from the barracks. 

“You, where are you going?” 

Hemah couldn’t believe he was going to go through this again. 
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“The guards released me, they said the investigation was suspended.” 

“I know,” Devon responded, “I mean you will be leaving Evermore. You will be leaving 
our forest. You won’t return.” 

The captain looked angry and Hemah noticed that the other suspects that had been re¬ 
leased weren’t given the same speech. 

“I was hoping to talk to the woman who questioned me before I left. Do you know 
where she is?” 

The captain’s eyes narrowed, Hemah had found the point of the captain’s anger at him 
and immediately regretted asking the question. 

“Her name is Thessa, and she is betrothed to me. You will not talk to her.” 

At that Devon called a guard over and ordered him to escort Hemah to the edge of the 
forest. The guard agreed and with a final glare from Devon Hemah was lead away from the 
barracks. 

As Hemah walked beside the guard he put on his mask. He was an amazing caster and 
could cast minor spells simply from sheer strength of will. Especially after the prior night’s 
sleep, he felt more rested than he had in months. As he walked he reached out to the guards 
mind. He would travel out the forests edge alone, all the while believing Hemah walked be¬ 
side him and left without any problems. 

After the spell was firmly in place Hemah cut down an alleyway and headed to the 
mage guild of the city, where he guessed Thessa would be searching for a cause of the corrup¬ 
tion that occurred last night. 

There were three ways to become invisible. Bend light around your body, create an illu¬ 
sion on your body of the surface behind it or simply trick the mind of the person looking at 
you so that they don’t think they see you. It was this last form that Hemah used as he walked 
into the Mage Guild. He scanned ahead, finding elves and blocking their mind to his pres¬ 
ence. Technically everyone he walked by saw him as he wandered through the hallways and 
studies of the guild, but they didn’t realize it. 

He didn’t try to include Thessa in the spell. She was looking through piles of ancient 
tomes when he entered the room. She still had the golden feather in her hair. 

“Thessa.” 

She didn’t recognize the voice and it took her a second to match the mask with the one 
she examined the day before. He had a commanding presence and she could feel the magic 
radiating from him. This figure was much different than the lonely young man she inter¬ 
viewed and a quick touch of her ring warned Devon that she was in danger. 

“Hemah? What are you doing here?” 

She reached out and felt the magic flowing through the room, mentally preparing to 
defend herself against a mental or physical assault. Without thinking she pushed the tomes 
aside to keep them from getting damaged. 

“I came for you, this blight consumes hope. It will destroy you or Evermore. You must 
get out of here.” 

“Did you create it?” What she had seen of the corruption growing in the forest was be¬ 
yond anything she had seen before. She sensed a lot of power in Hemah, but the corruption 
was something greater. 
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“No,” Hemah replied “You did. It’s a memory of an affliction that struck the forest long 
ago. It was eventually stopped by an angel, but no such angel exists to stop it now. Come with 
me.” 

“How do you know about the source of the corruption?” 

Hemah could feel her gathering power. She was planning to attack him but she want¬ 
ed to see what she could learn from him first. 

“Thessa, I don’t know the answer to that, things are revealed to me in dreams. Like I 
know that if you come with me we will be safe.” 

Devon burst through the study door with sword in hand, followed by mages loudly 
claiming there was nothing threatening the guild. Devon raced across the room, yelling for 
Thessa to get back but she didn’t listen. Instead she channeled a pulse of arcane energy into 
the room to disrupt any defensive spells Hemah may have active. The mages stopped in alarm 
as Hemah’s invisibility spell dropped and the masked figure popped into view. 

Devon ducked under Hemah’s arm and sliced up along his ribs. Hemah screamed in 
pain and visions of a sleeping god danced briefly in front of his eyes, in a distant place that 
god stirred. Thessa prepared another spell as Hemah fell to the floor. 

Looking up Hemah only said, “Forget.” and the impact of the word on the room was 
dramatic and sudden. It was as if Hemah had never been there. 

“Why did you set off your ring?” Devon asked in exasperation. 

Thessa stood confused, the mages behind Devon continued their objections to his rush 
into the guild and their claims that there wasn’t any danger here. 

“I don’t know,” she answered, “I’m sorry, it was an accident.” 

Devon took a deep breath and sheathed his sword. After a few minutes of apologizing 
to the mages they finally left him alone with Thessa. She pulled a golden feather out of her 
hair and was stared at it in confusion. 

“Are you okay?” Devon asked. 

He sat down and wrapped his arms around her, kissing her lightly on the cheek. She 
relaxed in his arms. 

“Did you find anything?” 

“No,” Thessa answered, “not yet.” 

“Have you decided on a day for our wedding yet?” 

Thessa smiled, she wasn’t accustomed to pushing off decisions. But she hadn’t been able 
to pick a day yet. 

“Soon, I promise.” 

Hemah watched Thessa and Devon leave the mage guild late that night. Devon held 
her as they walked and despite the corruption approaching the city they were enjoying the 
time they had together. Hemah dumped his incense onto the street, he was no longer afraid 
of the dreams. 

Chapter 5 

Thessa was only forty summers old when she first laid eyes on Devon. She was sitting on the 
branches of one of the ancient trees when he came walking along the pathway below. She 
had heard of him, his mother was said to have been so beautiful that an angel fell in love with 
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her. It was their union that produced Devon, who was talented and graceful even by elven 
standards. 

As Thessa leaned further out on the branch to get a closer look, he turned his gaze up¬ 
wards and looked straight into her eyes. She was so shocked she lost her grip on the branch, 
and tumbled down into the undergrowth below. She lay there stunned, but she was unsure if 
this was because of the fall or her embarrassment. A tender hand gripped hers, and she was 
pulled gently to her feet. 

“Be careful Parvulus, those branches can be treacherous for the unwary. Especially 
those who keep their attention... elsewhere.” He smiled, and that smile would later be count¬ 
ed among her most treasured memories. 

Thessa grew to become one of the most powerful mages in Evermore. In her early 
years she outdid her fellow students in most disciplines, and sometimes she even surpassed 
her teachers. Once she managed to make an oak grow to its full size overnight from an acorn 
she had found on the ground, but the exhaustion of that effort left her unconscious for sev¬ 
eral days. 

Only one incident served to disturb the teachers’high opinion of her. She was once 
discovered reading a grimoire of necromancy, a book stolen from the Calabim in earlier times 
that most of the senior mages had believed to be long since destroyed, or at least locked up 
safely. The book was immediately confiscated, and it certainly seemed the young girl had 
not had time to be lured by the forbidden spells. The incident was soon forgotten, as Thessa 
proved such a brilliant and diligent student. 

When her formal education came to an end, she was offered the position of archmage, 
and her strong sense of duty compelled her to accept, even though her most urgent desire was 
another entirely. 

At the Beltane festival she and Devon danced all night. Thessa’s long black hair, deco¬ 
rated with a single gold feather, flew around her head in time with the elven songs and flute 
music. The village danced and played beneath the trees and starlight. It was the most brilliant 
night of her life. 

Trouble had arrived to the tranquil forest of the elves. Scouts came from the border¬ 
lands with horrible tales—not of an intruding enemy army, but of something more sinister. A 
strange corruption had started to appear. It made grass wither and die, and turned the more 
sturdy plants into twisted, pus-filled growths which further spread the corruption along with 
their seeds. Something had to be done before the animals would start dying, and naturally 
the help of the archmage was sought. 

Thessa gladly accepted, by then she was so accustomed with her own tremendous pow¬ 
er that any task she received seemed easy. Yet the corruption proved too strong for her. Even 
her most powerful spells of cleansing could only provide momentary relief for a small area, 
and that at the cost of several days of fatigue. So the corruption was left to roam freely, and it 
slowly crept towards the center of the forest, and Evermore. 

Devon wished to marry her. He had made that plain to her at the festival, and she 
could sense his impatience growing as the days grew by. Finally she gave in, even though she 
had become preoccupied with thinking of ways to stop the slow degeneration of the woods. 
Their families started preparations for the grand party, the divine union of the archmage and 

177 






the aasimar. 

Meanwhile, Thessa continued to fight her losing battle against the mysterious force at 
work in the forest. She traveled towards the source of the taint, but could not locate a specific 
place of origin. It seemed to have appeared in many places simultaneously, and she suspected 
that some malevolent mage may have cast a powerful spell of entropy on her homeland. On 
her way back home, she found a clearing where two deer lay dead, their corpses a sickening 
hue of dark purple. She sat down on the ashen ground in despair, but then she had a sudden, 
horrible, realization. 

She grieved for the life that had been lost here, and for the life that would be lost in 
the near future. 

The wedding party was truly magnificent. There was a banquet of exotic fruit and ex¬ 
cellent wine, there were a large number of skilled musicians, there was singing and dancing. 
Thessa seemed oddly preoccupied during the event, but most of the guests assumed, as did 
her fiancee, that it was merely stress from working too hard. As night fell, the guests left the 
clearing under the great red oak tree, leaving the newlyweds alone at the place of the ceremo¬ 
ny to consummate their marriage, in accordance with elvish custom. 

So they both stood there, Devons eyes so bright with joy and expectation that Thessa 
could hardly bear to look at him. Yet she forced herself to smile, and gently drew him closer. 
Devon was too gripped by the moment to notice the lack of light in her eyes, and the tears 
that had started to appear there. He tried to kiss her, but she pushed him away, looked into 
his eyes one last time, and gently whispered: 

“I am sorry.” 

Before Devon could reply, she drew the ceremonial dagger she had tucked in her dress, 
and stabbed him in the heart, muttering incomprehensible words of a kind that had not been 
heard in that forest for hundreds of years. Her spell let her drain the divine spirit out of Dev¬ 
on’s body and add it to her own magical power. Filled with such vast energies, she invoked 
the spell of cleansing. A shockwave emanated from the clearing, flowing through air, earth 
and trees, and as it swept by, the forest was healed. 

Morning came. The sun shone brightly on a lush and green forest, teeming with life. 
All except a body in a clearing, and a weeping woman sitting beside it, her head in her hands. 

Ljoddlfdr 

The elven god was killed, and the elves were nearly wiped out as a result, during the Age of 
Ice. With his resurrection (or, more importantly, the promotion of Cernunnos to be the new 
god of nature) they are coming back from the few hidden groves they still control. 

Amelanchier 

The smell of the smoke became worse. Not like a cooking fire, the sweet smell of dry wood 
tinged with game and entwined with all the smells of the woods he knew so well. This was 
the smell of burning leaves still moist from yesterdays rains, of the deep wood from the inte¬ 
rior of ancient firs ablaze, and the fear of trapped animals waiting for painful death. 
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His home was burning. 

It wasn’t long until Amelanchier and his rangers met the inferno that was raping their 
homeland. With a signal he dispatched two to nearby Elendwine, to alert the citizens and 
ready the mages. The rest followed him, circling around the flames and surveying the extent 
of the damage. 

Shortly the elven prince was stopped by a hand on his shoulder. He turned to face the 
unseeing eyes of Calatin.The ancient elf had been a gift to Amelanchier when he pledged 
to Arendel Phaedra’s court. “Fire is a natural part of the cycle of the forest. But it should not 
have spread this far, this fast. The heat. 

Amelanchier nodded. “It is unnatural.” 

“Or perhaps... supernatural.”They grimly continued their search from the treetops. 

It did not take long for their suspicion to be confirmed. At the heart of the semi-cir¬ 
cle of fire a battle was raging. A company of shining paladins faced down a balor. But it was 
the lone elderly man that caught Amelanchier’s eye. A wave of flame radiated out from him, 
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washing over a group of imps, which vanished in a puff of acrid smoke. 

“Do you know where they are?” Amelanchier asked. 

“No, but the forest does,” replied Calatin. 

“Hold them.” 

Calatin spoke gently to the mammoth ancient fir tree in which they were perched. A 
low rumble filled the air, though the combatants on the ground were oblivious—until the 
roots and underbrush around them rose up to bind them. Before they knew it they were 
trapped. Amelanchier pointed to the balor, and his rangers let fly their arrows. They were not 
blessed, nor enchanted. But the demon was injured, and the elves had more than enough am¬ 
munition to put down the monster. It died with a roar. 

The druid kept the humans entangled, however. “Bring me the old man,” said Amel¬ 
anchier. Calatin nodded and spoke again to the tree-trunk. After a moment, the forest next 
to them parted and a giant treant emerged, looking the druid in the eyes, then turning and 
picking up the old man from the tangled underbrush, holding him up to Amelanchier. 

“This is your doing, human? This fire?” 

The old man mustered what dignity he could. “I am an emissary from Pontif Elmin. I 
have come to bring the message of Junil to the Ljosalfar. In Elendwine we found a branch of 
the Ashen Veil cult and sought to cleanse them from your lands.” 

“With fire?” 

“The Veil will bring corruption from hell to the world! They must be opposed at every 
opportunity, for the sake of the world!” 

“Why should I care for the world when you imperil my home?” 

“Already the world is moaning from the stain the Veil has placed upon it. Surely you 
have seen the crops dying, disease spreading... The elves cannot ignore the coming apoca¬ 
lypse!” 

The elf seemed to be considering the argument. “Perhaps I can.” He held two fingers in 
front of his face, pointing at the treant, then slowly separated them. “If I make a suitable ex¬ 
ample of interlopers.” The treant ripped the confessor in two, and the elven rangers struck the 
paladins dead from their perch. 

Arendel Phaedra 

The window glass had moved during the centuries, pouring down its frame at a rate consid¬ 
ered slow even by elven standards. Now the ripples in the glass made the shadowed forests 
beyond look twisted and surreal. Arendel was as disappointed that the elegant window sepa¬ 
rated the palace from the forests as she was impressed at its craftsmanship. 

“I trust your stay has been comfortable?” 

Faeryl entered the chamber; she had asked her attendants to stay behind, so there were 
only the two queens in the room. 

“Of course, I am always amazed at the beauty of the Unseelie court, and the courtesy 
of its residents.” 

Faeryl tipped her head at the compliment. She wore the Tanelyn, the elven crown of 
authority and mark of the queen. As queen she wouldn’t be required to return the compli- 
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ment, it was enough for her simply to accept it. Faeryl had shown the same respect yesterday 
when Arendel wore the crown. 

They had just concluded the rites of autumn, the transference of rulership of the elves 
from the Seelie to the Unseelie court. Faeryl would rule for six months until the rites of 
spring were performed to transfer power back. Each court had ruled for half the year since 
the Age of Dragons. 

Faeryl stared at Arendel, trying to determine the source of the uncharacteristic concern 
that hung over her. 

“Arendel, what concerns you? Is your family well?” 

“Yes, they are well. It is kind of you to ask.” Arendel thought about her dour mood. “I 
have been bothered, and I apologize for that, it is certainly nothing to do with you or the Un¬ 
seelie court. I don’t know what it is, I just feel like we are in a dangerous time. Winter is com¬ 
ing so early this year; we have just performed the rite of autumn, and the scouts are already 
reporting some snowfall. The priests are having powerful dreams and the forests aren’t drop- 
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ping into their winter slumber, instead they seem to be reblossoming.” 

“You have been listening to Yvain, he was here saying the same things and warning of 
some event he couldn’t name. You should rest and forget the strains of leadership. You will 
need to be ready when winter ends and I pass the crown back to you. Until then, should any¬ 
thing occur, I will handle it.” 

She was sincere; Arendel loved Faeryl like a sister but she knew that Faeryl wasn’t 
happy to have the crown change hands so quickly—it kept her from being able to accomplish 
many of the more aggressive projects she planned. Maybe that was why the time was so short, 
so the elves wouldn’t ever be able to make any meaningful change. 

“Of course my queen, I am sorry to trouble you with my own worrying.” 

“It is fine, Arendel, that is what the time of rest is for. While you rule you think of 
nothing but the elven empire, and never of yourself. Now care for yourself. Perhaps the winter 
will be strong this year and Sucellus sends the new seed to help sustain us through it.” 

Arendel nodded. 

“I must go, there is a lot to do today. I hope you will join us for dinner.” 

“Of course” Arendel said, “and I promise to be a more amicable guest.” 

“Just make sure you come or else I will bring the meal here and we will sit in front of 
this window you favor, and leave the rest of the guests wondering what to do without their 
queens.” 

They both smiled. 



Thessa 

See Beltane Cycle 


Gilden Silveric 


Elves don’t enjoy battle, but Gilden is different. From a young age, he studied the animals of 
the forest and how they attacked. The elves never trained with anything other than a bow, but 
Gilden practiced with long knives, attacking, stabbing, recoiling until his movements became 
as fluid as a tiger’s. 

He never told anyone about his practicing, often traveling miles away from the village 
so that no one would see him. It was after one of these trips that he returned to find the city 
under attack. 

Werewolves, dozens of them, attacked the city. Gilden was familiar with their move¬ 
ments; they were like wild wolves, jumping easily from victim to victim, raking claws knock¬ 
ing bows aside, teeth biting through elven flesh. The ones that attacked originally were tall 
and powerfully built, but Gilden could already see gaunt brown werewolves rising from the 
elven bodies. The new werewolves were born starving, and they quickly joined the older were¬ 
wolves in the attack, tearing into elves to satisfy their need. 

A human walked through the battle; he had a cudgel at his side, and he wore a thick 
gold brooch and an embroidered dark blue cloak. He was dressed like a nobleman, although 
from his build and stride it was obvious that he was also a warrior. The werewolves grew even 
more ferocious as the man watched; he commanded a few toward hidden elves or to help in 
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places where elves were trying to mount a defense. A new born werewolf, blinded by its own 
hunger, made the mistake of attacking him. He became a werewolf so fast he seemed to live 
in both forms at once. His claw hit the young werewolf on the side of his face, removing his 
left ear, jaw, and most of the newborn werewolf’s throat. 

Gilden had trained most of his life for this. An elf who enjoyed warfare was now wit¬ 
ness to his people’s attack, but he was already too late. Maybe if he had arrived an hour be¬ 
fore there would have been a chance to kill them before so many new werewolves were born. 
Maybe if the man wasn’t here. Gilden would fight them, but not here; he had a lot more 
training to do. So he turned his back on the fighting, left the village and his people’s screams 
behind him. They would be avenged, but not today. 



“Distance is the only armor I require.” 

—on archery 

Flurry 

A civilization’s archers will gain enough proficiency to guard a city or a hilltop with a diligent 
training. Talented Ljosalfar archers put the hardest-drilled longbowmen from other civiliza¬ 
tions to shame, taking to the bow like second nature. These are the elves who can make up 
the Flurry unit, an elite squad of archers capable of obliterating an army on the march before 
it notices that it is under attack. 

Fyrdwell 

Reclusive even among the elves, the Fyrdwell are a part of elven history most believe disap¬ 
peared centuries ago. They consider even the agrarian settlements of the Ljosalfar too urban 
and spend their time in the fields with the deer or among the shadows of ancient oaks. 

But when war comes even the Fyrdwell join their brothers on the front lines. Although 
capable archers they aren’t hunters and use the weapons only in defense and war. Soft skin 
and gentle hands turned to bowstrings and bandages. 

Fellowship of Leaves 

Deep in the woods, the whispers of elves linger. Ancient protectors normally above the affairs 
of men, some men have shown enough loyalty to them to be taught their magic and even 
gain the assistance of the elven archers. 
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Way of the Forests 

The smallest patches of grass are more wondrous than the greatest monuments of rock and 
metal. 

—-The Green Rites, Chapter IV, Sermon VII 

Syliven’s Perfect Lyre 

The music. It might have lasted for a moment, or perhaps eternity had quietly passed as I 
stood transfixed at the edge of the forest. When it stopped, I felt my heart ache for the slowly 
dying beauty. The player, a slight elven lass, surely a princess of an ancient clan, turned to me 
and smiled. “Milady,” I said, “Pray tell me what gift I might give you in return for the song 
that graced my ears, and what life of service do you ask, that I might chance to hear it again?” 
She but bid me take her instrument, this bright and perfect lyre, and to bring it here, to play 
it here that the joy given me might be passed on and peace grow stronger. Or at least that’s 
what I tell people to sell more tickets. 

—Emmedriys, famed bard of Evermore 

Kithra Kyriel 

Kithra’s father was an elven hunter and his mother was a human, a merchant’s daughter. Their 
families were accepting of the relationship, and Kithra’s father left his people to move into 
the small human village. They got married and seemed to defy the belief that these relation¬ 
ships would always end tragically. 

The villagers were very tolerant, even happy, to have an elf living in their village. But 
though the humans may have accepted him, their diseases didn’t. After just three years spent 
in the village, he caught a stomach flu that had been going around the village, and, unaccus¬ 
tomed to such illnesses, it killed him. 

Kithra was raised by his mother. Still accepted and loved by the village, he grew into a 
quiet and friendly half-elven young man. He worked in the inn stables and seemed to have a 
knack for calming and caring for the horses that travelers would stable there. That was all he 
thought he would ever do. 

A soldier was staying at the inn for a few weeks, and he had asked Kithra to exercise 
his horse at least once a day. It was a magnificent horse, and Kithra looked forward to rid¬ 
ing it each day. He was running it in the small pasture by the inn when a new guest arrived, a 
mage named Hemah. 

Hemah watched the young half-elf ride before going inside. Kithra tried to ride up 
and talk to him, but the mage waved him off, tired from his travels. The caravan Hemah was 
traveling with had been attacked by ores, many were killed and all of the travelers were ex¬ 
hausted. 

That night the ores attacked again, but strange dark versions of ores. Some ran through 
the walls of buildings like ghosts, other fought battles in the streets with guards who had 
been killed earlier that day. Yells and the sounds of battle echoed in the air, as if it was noth¬ 
ing more than a vision, but this was real. The ores turned on the village guard, killing them. 
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The soldier from the inn commanded Kithra to get his horse ready and grabbed his sword to 
keep the ores back. By the time Kithra had saddled the horse, the soldier was already dead 
and the ores were breaking into the inn. 

Kithra saw himself ride through the ores, bow in hand, firing deadly arrow after arrow 
into the ore horde. He heard the ores dying before he remembered ever performing the act. 
He was confused and then he was on the horse, but the horse had changed, it was stronger 
and faster than it was that day. The tail was untied and combed out, hooves were polished, 
and it was fearless. The horse charged through the ores, trampling any that got in his way. 
Kithra was terrified, silent witness to his own hands as they used the bow and arrows he had 
never seen before to fight off the ores. 

An ore broke into his mother’s house and she ran out into the street. Kithra stopped 



being a puppet and grabbed the reins, forcing the horse to turn toward her and the ore bear¬ 
ing down on her. If she was shocked and terrified by the ore attack, she was even more so by 
the sight of her gentle quiet son slaughtering the ores and turning to charge toward her. 

He aimed at the ore, and his arrow caught him in the chest. A second quickly followed 
and a third sunk into the ore’s head. No longer a puppet, Kithra still had no idea what was 
going on, but there were many more ores to kill. He told his mother to hide by the well while 
he then turned back towards the ores; there was more fighting to be done before morning. 

Kithra still doesn’t know what happened that night. The ores’ bodies simply disap¬ 
peared, but the effects of their presence didn’t. Some of the villagers were killed, as was the 
soldier who owned the horse. Evidence of the attack was everywhere, broken doors, tracks, 
the ores had even eaten some of the livestock. But the ores themselves, along with their 
weapons and gear, were gone. 

Kithra’s bow remained and the horse kept the changes that had occurred during the 
night. Kithra had changed too, his sandy blond hair was now golden blond, his eyes were 
greener, he seemed taller and more fit. Thinking that his elven heritage may have done this 
to him, he left the village and traveled to his father’s former home where he asked for advice 
from the priest of the Temple of Leaves. 

They weren’t able to answer his questions about that night, but they did tell him that 
he was a hero now, and had an amazing gift bestowed upon him. He stayed and trained and 
learned at the temple, adopting the elven traditions and the worship of Cernunnos. He has 
been one of the Fellowship’s most powerful heroes ever since. 
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Yvain 

Yvain’s eccentric nature leads him across Erebus, visiting secluded glades, talking to exotic 
animals and chasing nymphs across pebbled river banks. 

Even some within the Fellowship question if Yvain has the sincerity his respected stat¬ 
ure would seem to require of him, but none doubt that he is the favored child of Cernun- 
nos. It was Yvain who first dreamed of the Ancient Forests and who is the first to face every 
newly discovered wilderness. To everyone who delights in finding the wonders of this world, 
know that Yvain has walked through these places before, and that they are all the more amaz¬ 
ing because of it. 



Disciple of Leaves 

A druid stands in the middle of the disciples like an oak surrounded by saplings. They are 
inside a circle of rose petals that have been dipped in water from a spring blessed by a priest 
of Leaves. So warded they can observe the forest without interaction. In this case, their at¬ 
tention is quickly drawn to an injured old wolf, apparently having been driven from his pack. 
Having spent several months immersed in the subtleties of nature, their sympathy is drawn 
towards him. The weakened wolf is soon set upon by a mother cougar training her cubs, and 
some of the aspirants flinch as it is felled. 

“Do you still not understand?” chides the druid. “Why do you side with the wolf 
over the cougar?” Each gives a different answer, trying to justify his instincts. “The wolf was 
weak—it wasn’t fair.” “The wolf is a higher animal.” “Where two were alive, now only one is.” 

“Trust the wisdom with which the world was created. We are not made to judge na¬ 
ture, but to study it, from the inside. Nature does not favor weakness, and so our task is not 
to protect the helpless. It does not judge one life more worthy than the next—let all struggle, 
and if the winner is a plant, a wolf—or an elf or a human, so be it. And nature does not prefer 
life over death. Every creature gets both given once, and will in return deliver each as much 
as it is able. Your duty is not to preserve life over death, my blossoms, but to expand the scope 
of the struggle. Spread the seeds of the green plant, that it may grow, and die, and give its es¬ 
sence to the entire web of life.” 

Their lesson complete, the disciples followed the Druid through the forest, ancient 
trees parting for the aged man like curtains in the wind. 

—From Chapter 5 of Reflections on the State Cults , by Elder Methyl of the Luonnotar 
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Treant 

The very heart of a mature forest, only a trained eye can discern a treant amidst the trees it 
protects. Incredibly long lived, they view the seasons as days, and rarely stir. It takes a man 
seeped in the lore of the forests and in tune with the deepest magics of the planet to awaken 
a treant, although they have been known on occasion to arise out of ancient forests when it 
is breached by invaders. Inevitably the outcome is heavy casualties to even well trained units, 
and the forest returns to sleep quickly. Usually the only evidence of the foiled attack is the 
mutilated corpses of the invaders, quickly absorbed into the ecosystem of the forest. 

Nature Magic 

Guardian Vines 

In Erebus the land knows its own, and when coaxed by a summoner can produce this tangled 
mass of foliage to fight for them. The guardian vines use razor sharp thorns and poison spores 
to ensure that no foe passes through without a fight. 

Treetop Defense 

“Fools don’t know that the forest is a living, breathing being. They don’t know its rhythms, 
can’t sense its moods, can’t feel its textures. There is no respect for the unending continuity of 
life. They don’t—” 

I interrupted the druid as I notched an arrow; “They don’t look up.” 

Vitalize 

And I stood in the valley, as I was commanded, and sang the songs of rebirth. I sang until I 
slept. And upon waking I sang once more. Water and food were brought to me, and I slept 
beneath the stars. I sang the songs of old. And I sang the songs of new. After one hundred 
days in the wastelands I looked down and saw something green. Something grew in those 
days, and I sang for a hundred more. 

—Druid Yu Po on revitalizing the Jusli Desert 
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TJdlb, AngeJj of V\ir 

HijjjnlA 

The Hippus were always justly proud of their animal husbandry Their lands, even in the Age 
of Magic, had fertile hills that teemed with sheep and wide plains with vast herds of horses 
that they tamed very shortly after the Compact, passing this trade down in their tribes since 
time immemorial. However in Patria magic surpassed the use of horses for most purposes. 
Great creatures were conjured for war, portals allowed rapid travel, and golems toiled end¬ 
lessly in the fields. Then came the great Upheaval of Patria, when magicians turned against 
each other, battling for the soul of the empire of man. Kylorin called upon the Hippus peo¬ 
ple to help him hunt down his wayward servants as the portals across Erebus were closed, 
and when demons and elementals were banished the wild Hippus raiders were still there to 
charge down enemy warrior mages. These exploits brought great renown to a people formerly 
ignored in the great empire, even as the empire crumbled. This newfound pride crippled the 
Hippus, breeding a fierce martial competitiveness. Their clans, even while nominally aligned, 
would refuse each other’s help and even raid each other. They were able to hold back the ad¬ 
vances of the frostling hordes of the Age of Ice, though many Hippus communities were 
wiped out by a frost golem assault rather than seek the aid of their cohorts. 

As the other great nations emerged into the Age of Rebirth, the Hippus turned to raid 
them, as well as each other, until this proud people looked to be eclipsed by peoples more 
united and disciplined. Rhoanna, who inherited leadership of a small Hippus tribe, made it 
her mission to unite her people without losing their culture. She formed the Hippus merce¬ 
nary companies, and made their martial prowess and competitiveness serve them rather then 
consume them. Tasunke was the most famous raider amongst the Hippus; it was expected 
that he would challenge her for leadership, but he embraced her idea, seeing foreign gold a 
better measure of a tribe s prowess than slain kinsmen. 







Rhoanna 

Those born to the saddle become as one with their mount. In battle, this means the horse 
will evade incoming attacks, turn a second before you urge it to, and push itself harder than it 
would for anyone else. On a journey, even an urgent one such as this, it means one can let her 
mind wander. 

She was the daughter of a chieftain of a minor tribe. Her father was constantly war¬ 
ring with the other Hippus tribes: leading his raiders against their herds, drunkenly bragging 
of his valor by the campfires, scheming ways to gain some petty advantage. She wanted to 
scream at him, “You foolish old brute! Cant you see that our people are dying? Killing each 
other over honor, over imagined slights, as day by day the nations encroach on our land, their 
cities and armies pushing us ever closer and we turn on each other? Wake up! Think of some¬ 
thing!” Then one raid, he didn’t come back. Nor her brother. And her people turned to her. 
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A fateful battle, almost costing their tribe its young new leader, Rhoanna caught up in the 
tribe’s expectations, raiding their neighbors. But they had deserved it this time, had raided 
her people and stolen their heartiest rams. She learned the hard way that she was not the 
warrior her father was. She was imposing in her family’s armor, but when the time came to 
strike a blow at her cousins, she hesitated. Her adversary had no such delay. His swing was 
quick. Her parry awkward. In the dirt, confusion, hooves all about, clamor... She made it out 
alive to join in the retreat. The lifelong pain in her shoulder was worth the lesson—she could 
not continue the status quo, or she, and her people, would be trampled. 



The third council meeting was pivotal. Half the tribes had joined her band. The weaker half. 
Tasunke was the key to the rest. The esteem he was held in could sway the strongest tribes if 
he agreed to join her coalition. 

“Well, ye’ve come all this way, lass, have your say and be gone. The Aroul-Hippi need 
no one, least of all your rag-tag band.” This boast earned a hearty laugh from his companions. 

That bravado was key, she told herself. I must make his honor drag him to us. “Rag¬ 
tag? Perhaps. Better to join together than be defeated as the Aroul.” 

“You boast of a battle that never has been, little mare, but if you think you are man 
enough to take us, bring your riders—” 

“I speak not of a defeat at our hands, Tasunke, but one already suffered. Else why do 
your sheep not graze on the hills of Nimarail? Surely the grass grows as lush there as ever?” 

“Our sheep are happier on the hills of the Conneb-Hippi.” Tasunke said. 

“Oh, surely. It couldn’t be because you fear the Amurites. Doubtless their magic blood 
means nothing to your brave warriors, and you merely let your sheep lead you about like 
lambs.” She got some laughs, even some from the Aroul. “Then what about the valley of 
Caledor? Have the Boy-King’s shepherds unmanned you?” 

“Who is a woman to speak of manhood?” he roared. “Do you seek to see us run 
through by the endless armies of these empires around us? Or have you the courage to fight 
us yourself?” 

“No, Tasunke, I do not want to see the Aroul destroyed! You are the strongest—where 
goes the Aroul-Hippi, so goes all our people. We must put aside our pride, for the sake of 
our survival. Nations and empires surround us; we have this choice: cooperate or die. Let the 
Hippus ride as one!” 

“Even so, we have not the strength combined to take on the least of these nations. Do 
you think you are the only one to realize our fate? Leave us to our games, girl.” 

“You are right. We do not have the numbers of others. But our courage, our prowess, 
and our honor are legendary. The Amurites, the Kuriotates, the Elohim, huddled in their cit¬ 
ies, what do you think they would give for these virtues? Whatever we ask.” 

“You wish us to become merchants?” 

“Just think of it as another kind of raiding.” 


With this latest contract, Tasunke leading the forces, didn’t know that their prey had offered 
more than their employer. A sea route would have gotten her from the negotiations to the 
staging area in time—if it weren’t for that pirate. Falamar had intercepted her ship, sent her 
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captain away, and absconded with her. For taking her on a trip she already paid for, he cost 
her the profits from the entire venture. He had turned the tables on the Hippus and raided 
her. So why couldn’t she bring herself, her battle trained, horse-borne self to hate him? 


“He imagines himself beyond the grasp of men, but we are faster than the storms. Though 
the tribes have ever been scattered we will be united by this betrayal and drown him in a 
symphony of stampeding hooves.” 

—on Horseback Riding 

See Also 

Falamar 
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Air Mdgic 

Air Elemental 

“I can hardly see you when you are still. Are you a shade?” 
“I bring no darkness to the light.” 

“You sound faint and distant. Are you a ghost?” 

“I had not life before this form.” 

“So what exactly are you, then?” 

“I am of the wind and the sky and the air.” 
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The vault is dominated by a great mountain. The mountain is larger than any on Erebus, it 
is steep, rigid and punishing. The pinnacle is called the throne of hell (not an actual throne) 
and is the main gateway between the hells and Erebus (in the Fane of Lessers) and the portal 
through which souls are drawn into hell. 

The mountain gets colder the higher you climb, and its base and rocky spires are hunt¬ 
ed by the remaining servants of Mulcarn, frost giants, frostlings, aquilan and the nive. 

Below a vast waste slopes away from the mountain. The rough tundra turns into a 
swamp. Each step through the swamp is a battle and the languid pools pull at anyone trying 
to get through them. Beneath the surface the largest source of petitioners in hell are trapped, 
this is the purgatory for the non-committal. They lay here for ages, consuming their own ex¬ 
crement and feeling nothing but slight pain and lethargy. In time they will overcome their 
passive nature and continue down into hell, but for now they are victims of their own inac¬ 
tion. Tar demons are pulled form these pools, gelatinous blobs with little humanity remain¬ 
ing. 







There are creatures in the swamp, mites and bugs that leaving horrid burning blisters 
where they bite. They are not deadly, most that travel here are immortal, but the creatures 
steal the strength of those that pass through the swamp, inviting petitioners to lay beneath 
the black waters and succumb to mindless eternity that this realm offers. 

Twenty-one days before the rain of fire, the vision came to me. As I again laid my beloved 
to rest I began to see, not her cold body but the coldest reaches of Hell. Perched atop the 
mountain Mulyr, overlooking an eternal frozen wasteland, this throne was the highest point 
of Hell, in elevation though not in status. The throne was made of ice, and sat upon a smooth 
marble floor that ended precipitously at the mountains edge. Surrounding the throne was an 
array of statues, or so it seemed as my vision began, statues of men and of giants, with here 
and there an elf present. 

The King on this throne was the God of Ice. In my vision, his face was obscured, but 
his eyes I could make out, indeed, the blue light from them illuminated the mountain top. 
His body was sharp and angular, and he made a rumble like an avalanche when at last he 
stood. Looking to the floor, he breathed out a chill wind, and a thin sheet of ice then covered 
the marble. My gaze turned with his as scenes from my own world played out on that ice. 

Peasants called upon Sucellus to put food on their tables. Kings and Warlords used the 
fires of Bhall to ward off sorcerers, and those sorcerers drew on the watery powers of Danalin 
to quench this fire. Every scene to which we looked we saw the peoples of my world cry out 
to the gods in joy or hope. But the name Mulcarn was whispered only in fear, and even then 
rarely; it was as a ward against him that offerings were made, warm hearts of deer placed in 
the snow to divert his attention from human homes in the cold months. His priests were few 
and their converts rare. I saw this and understood it, but the King of Ice seethed against it. 

“Man, what foolishness do you call wisdom! Do you not know that without my rest, 
the world cannot awaken with such mad energy in the spring? Do you think truly that it is 
from scorn that I blanket the world in snow? I was there too, when your world was weaved, 
and my wisdom was heeded as well as the rest. But you have turned your hearts far from me, 
siding with my rivals or even my allies first. Not even fear will cause you to give me true wor¬ 
ship, Oh Man? Or perhaps more fear is needed to show you your folly!” 

One last scene played our before me, from what I took to be, not the realm of man, but 
another of hell. Empty and vast, with but the light of dusk. Two gods here I saw, and I felt 
from my divine Host a well of frustration and anger towards the one, the bright Lady. Bhall, 
ablaze, addressed Agares, whose image to me was ever changing, from a young boy to an old 
man, to a withered corpse. 

“Cease your lies, Agares, for my patience with you wears thin.” 

“There are no lies in this place, only truth stripped bare. It is why so few deign to come 
here. It is not anger with which you speak to me, but uncertainty. But I say to you, is not this 
uncertainty itself proof of my offer? Are you allowed such freedom when you address your 
master?” 

“I am given perfect freedom of action, within the bounds we have all agreed to.” 

“Freedom of action! What is this but illusion? I offer you freedom of purpose.” 

Bhall did not speak again, but appeared wavering, and then flew off quickly, disappear- 
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ing from my view. Agares turned towards us, and I feared that I was discovered, but it was 
not to me he spoke. “It will happen, Mulcarn, she shall be mine. Be ready.” 

The icy Hell began to fade from me as my vision gave way to reality. The deep laughter 
of the Ice King echoed throughout his hall. He turned to the statues surrounding him, and 
I saw now that they were not sculptures of ice, but men who had in life served Mulcarn, and 
giants as well. “Prepare,” he said to them, and they responded with a nod. My last sight of 
that realm was his army, marching down the mountainside. 

Back at the side of my departed beloved, I recalled the vision. The word hung in my 
mind. “Prepare.” I knew I must, for if the vision was of truth, which I doubted not, the Age of 
Magic was at an end. 

—From the Words of the Father, passed down through the Amurites, generation to genera¬ 



tion, until the end of time 

“I have seen the world under your hand and it contained more sadness and pain than this age. 
Are you prepared to return to another age of your failures?” 

—to Kylorin at Letum Frigus 

Drifa the White Dragon 

An axe, a plow, a hammer. Tools are the marker of the pinnacle races, clearly distinguish¬ 
ing them from the animals that shared this world alongside them. From their beginning, the 
most important of these tools were weapons, utilized for protection and conquest. 

As man built, so built the gods. The weapon of the gods is not a sword or spear, how¬ 
ever. It is the beast, created monsters sent against each other, or against the armies of their ri¬ 
vals. The most frightening of these beasts were the dragons. 

Drifa is Mulcarn’s ultimate weapon, banished with the signing of the compact but now 
stomping across Erebus again, a blizzard of fangs, wings, and frozen death. 

Fiacra the North Wind 

“Awake, my noble pet.” 

Mulcarn undid the bindings that had been in place since the time of the Compact. The 
chains were only a physical manifestation of the magic that bound the great eagle, that kept 
Fiacra from leaving his prison, and contained the blizzards that always followed him. 

Fiacra focused on his master’s voice, eager to sail over creation again, to taste meat and 
hunt the pets of lesser gods. Once freed, he leapt to Mulcarn’s arm and let out a shriek that 


195 






echoed even above the roar of the storm that surrounded them. 

“It is your time again. Go hunt the wilds and devour those men that have not sworn 
loyalty to me. Bhall has fallen and I have destroyed the lord of summer. This age is mine, and 
it will be eternal.” 

With that Mulcarn raised his arm and Fiacra’s wings spread to catch the winds of the 
blizzard. The eagle was quickly lifted into the air and turned south, towards the sparse civili¬ 
zations of man. 



Taranis 

Mulcarn exemplifies many aspects of creation, one of these is Stasis. This is what he used to 
create his first servant, Taranis, called Taranis the Unchanging by men. His power is a gift 
and a curse; he will never be anything more or less than what he was at the moment of his 
creation. He cannot learn, he cannot adapt, he cannot grow, but neither can he be destroyed. 

Mulcarn tasked Taranis with his protection, and as long as Taranis was close to his lord 
there was no power that could push him aside or destroy him. This is what Sucellus had be¬ 
fore him when he came to fight Mulcarn. 

Sucellus was the more powerful, but he could not injure Taranis. Likewise Taranis 
could not injure a god, but he could hold him off for eternity. They fought over the frozen 
wastes around Letum Frigis, neither making headway. Until Sucellus led Taranis to an is¬ 
land in the center of a frozen lake. Once there the God of Nature used his power to protect a 
small area from the touch of the blizzards that ravaged the land. The lake melted and Taranis 
was trapped on the island. 

Sucellus went on to fight Mulcarn, and was killed by him. But Taranis still lives on that 
island, staring at the orb that keeps him trapped from across the deep lake he could never es¬ 
cape. 


Frost Giant 

Dagda reprimanded the other gods. “Why do you pursue these selfish projects? There is no 
order in what you do.” It was the time before Man and his kin. The 21 servants were new in 
their powers, and exulted in the heady joy of unbridled creation. Little thought was given to 
the consequences of many of their endeavors, and entire worlds were often shaped by one 
god alone. Dagda alone forbore utilizing his power, observing the others. At the grey lord’s 
words, the others turned, from the corners of temperance, to listen to his plan. Worlds should 
be made in which no aspect was expressed over any other so that in harmony something 
unique could be formed. Creatures in balance might express the supreme gift that they them¬ 
selves had been given—free will. The wisdom of his words was clear, and a multitude of such 
worlds were made, where neither ice nor fire was ascendant, where light and darkness took 
their turns, and where faith and foresight together illuminated the minds of the mortals. Thus 
were worlds pleasing to the One formed. 

Many gods, in their deepest souls, resented their reprimand from Dagda, despite its 
wisdom. Mulcarn was one such. Frost giants had been created by his hand alone. They did 
not obey the laws of Cernunnos or of Bhall. They had no need of mind nor spirit, and they 
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bowed to him alone. But no place was found for these glaciers on legs in the orderly creation. 
They languished on worlds of ice in the dimensions of folly, which saw little of the gods after 
the mortal races came to prominence. 

So one of Mulcarn’s joys upon enthroning himself on Erebus was bringing his ancient 
frost giants to his side. They need not eat, and they cannot reproduce. The barest glint of sen¬ 
tience has awakened in them now that they are again in their Father s presence. His thoughts 
are their thoughts, and their glassy eyes are his eyes as well. They wander the endless tundra, 
proof that since Mulcarn needed no help in creation, he needs none in sovereignty either. 

Frostling 

During the Age of Magic, scholars theorized that man and his cousin races were composed 
of each of the 21 realms of creation. The interplay between fire and ice, hope and wisdom, 
spirit and body, and other conflicting forces gave them internal conflict but limitless possibili¬ 
ties. When a man chose to serve one god, one element of his person was strengthened by his 
divine connection. 

With Mulcarn’s presence on Erebus, the aspect of ice was empowered all throughout 
this once balanced dimension. The weather is the most incontrovertible evidences of this, 
though perhaps the hopelessness of many peoples stems not from their subjugation, but from 
the silent, chilling force welling up inside them. Possibly the most sinister manifestation of 
the supremacy of ice is the creation of the Frostlings. When a man, dwarf, elf, or ore dies in 
this age, there is always a chance that the ice in him will exert itself, steal a part of his will, 
and arise as a Frostling. Primal, mindless creatures, they lurk in blizzards but will swarm upon 
human settlements if their numbers get high enough. Frostlings are armed with icicle clubs 
or just their chilling touch, and will leave a settlement looking like it was hit by an avalanche. 

Wolf Rider 

Frostings have a glimmer of intelligence, gifted through the essence of cold by Mulcarn’s 
power, but they are more nuisance than threat. A nuisance, unless they happen upon a wolf 
pack, the dangerous animals that fear man as much as they are feared by him. The frostlings 
will aim these animals at the nearest warm body and enrage them with icy prodding, fully 
unleashing the fangs and muscle. 

Mokka 

Mokka sat playing in the snow. In one hand, he held a stickman and in the other a beast 
made out of packed snow. He made growls and weapon noises as he pretended they were 
fighting. 

“What have we here, a frostling out by himself?” 

Two scouts approached, weapons drawn. Mokka’s staff lay on the ground beside him, 
but he was unwilling to give up his play to grab it. Instead he held the stickman up to the 
closest scout. Unimpressed the scout raised his axe. Mokka snapped the stickman in two; as it 
broke so did the scout, bending backwards until his head slammed into his heels with a thud. 
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The second scout stepped away, terrified. 

Mokka held the snow beast out towards him, shaking it gently in the air. The scout 
heard the snow rising up behind him. Mokka had lost his stickman, he would need new toys 
to entertain him, and these new toys made their own sounds. 



Mokka’s Cauldron 

Frostlings were horrid creatures, all avarice and teeth, but weak unless they came in large 
numbers. Unable to survive the warmth of the Age of Rebirth, they have disappeared from 
Erebus and exist only in stories. 

One of those stories is about an unusually intelligent frostling named Mokka. He 
was said to carry a bag where he collected the breath of dying men and have a cauldron that 
would resurrect anyone who was placed in it. 

Legends are often incomplete and this cauldron is no different. Bodies placed in it do 
come back to life, but that life is unnatural. 

Ice Golem 

The Luchuirp assaulted the Illian city. Juggernauts slammed against the defenses. Towering 
iron golems waded through the rubble, destroying any defenders they found. The Luchuirp 
forces tried to stop the ritual that was taking place within the inner city, but they were too 
late. 

When Mulcarn entered the city, entered creation, the battle stopped. A layer of ice 
spread from the first place his foot touched outwards through the city and across the land. 
The Luchuirp army was destroyed, dwarves killed, golems frozen. Even the Illian macemen 
were frozen in place, kept unchanged until Mulcarn needed them. 

As he surveyed his new dominion he picked up one of the Luchuirp golems. He ad¬ 
mired their fortitude. They were unaffected by the cold and their unchanging nature. All 
traits Mulcarn prized. 

He whispered a new life into the golem, “Make me more.” 

“As you command” was Barnaxus’s reply. 


UlidriA 

A weak civilization during the Age of Magic, the Illians were corrupt and loyal to Mulcarn. 
They lost wars, had their best land taken and were relegated to the edges of Erebus. They had 
little interest in the world beyond their limited borders, and the world had even less interest 
in them. 

When Bhall fell the Illians began a ritual to break the compact and allow Mulcarn to 
enter creation. Most civilizations could do little to stop them—the Ljosalfar were caught in 
a civil war, the Bannor capital had fallen into hell, and the Elohim struggled to protect the 
many holy places threatened by the fires. 

Only the Luchuirp rallied a significant army against them. Their golems survived the 
fires and weren’t affected by the growing famine or the difficult march to the Illian capital. 
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But they were too late. Just as they broke through the outer walls, the ritual was completed 
and Mulcarn entered creation. His first act was the destruction of the Luchuirp army. His 
second was in telling the Illians that a new age had begun, an age that belonged to them. 

The lost men of Letum Frigus. They banded together behind Auric Ulvin for a chance to re¬ 
cover their lost dominance. It is said that when the Illians awake, the world sleeps; and when 
the world sleeps, the Illians awake. 

Auric Ulvin 

Following visions and dreams, Auric stumbled across the frozen wastes, his companions left 
forgotten or dead behind him. He couldn’t tell if he was going toward or away from the ivory 
dragon that haunted him, whose roar echoed in his head, whose wings stretched as far as the 
horizon. The dragon would kill him, he would be better off to lay down in the snow and die, 
but he kept going. 

Would the cold even kill him? He wore prisoner’s rags and had been marching for days 
through a blizzard without any apparent harmful effect. Well, except for the madness. But 
whether the madness was caused by the cold, shielded him from the cold, or just made him 
think it shielded him from the cold didn’t matter to him. He continued to walk. 

He would later call the area Letum Frigus, a collapsed mountain surrounded for miles 
by concentric rings of ice, like frozen waves heading away from a central point. The mountain 
was once filled with massive caverns, most now destroyed, but deep within the rubble some 
remained. 

Auric wandered through what was left of the caverns for days, slowly going deeper into 
the mountain, turned back over and over by blocked passages as he was pressed on by spirits 
that didn’t see the labyrinth as it was, only as it had been. He knew he was being watched, 
men from past ages, living ghosts that remained at this sacred place even though their god 
was gone. The people he would later call Illians. Auric even saw the bodies of others that had 
walked here before him, killed by the Illians. But they would not attack him. When Auric 
found the heart of the mountain, he stood outside and looked through the broken archway 
that lead into it. Not even the Illians dared enter the chamber. When Auric reached out to 
detect anything divine or arcane in the chamber there was nothing. Echoes of past deeds, 
visions of a great sword with 21 glyphs on its blade, but nothing real. No danger, nothing 
worth making this trek, nothing worth even stepping over the threshold to enter the room. 
But he entered anyway. 

Three days later, Auric Ulvin came out of the chamber, he was no longer the disheveled 
boy of Auspire, the teenage prisoner of the Shadowed Vale, the son of a widowed farmer’s 
wife. What he was is now is not clear to anyone, and Auric never spoke of what occurred in 
the chamber, but he commanded the obedience of the Illians when he came out. 

“Once you had been the greatest of scholars and priests, tributes were paid to you by all 
nations. You think those days are past, you dream of the return of your lord and I tell you, he 
will not come. I am your lord now, forget what you have lost, and think only on what can be 
gained; follow me and I will return your glory. This world will be yours again.” 

They heard Auric’s call, and they followed him. 
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“There is a rescue waiting for you. A god who may be willing to accept you back in his ara. 
Will you trade the ideology of three ages for a chance to retain your immortal soul? Are you 
willing to admit that you exist only to serve the gods?” 

See Also 

Varn Gosam 

WlLBOMAN 

The frost giant steamed gently. He always steamed, except when he was in the deepest fro¬ 
zen regions, the lands where the temperature never rose above freezing, even in summer. The 
only reason he didn’t die whenever he joined an expedition away from Letum Frigus was the 
contingent of mages that followed him everywhere, casting ice spells to cool him down. As 
it was, the heat still made the creature’s brain boil, killing what little intelligent thought he 
may have possessed and making him angry, irrational, and a lot more dangerous. He was also 
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Granted, occasionally the creature would go berserk and kill some of his allies, but 
there was always a price to be paid for power. Auric knew that better than anyone alive. At 


least, as far as he knew; a shudder that wasn’t his ran down his spine and for a second he had 


a vision of a weather-worn man with hard, cold eyes, wielding a magnificent sword... 

It was an effort and a major investment to have so many mages devoted to the single 


job of keeping the frost giants cool (which also left them in a dangerous position most of the 
time), but as far as Auric was concerned, it was worth it. He had yet to see anyone stand up 
to his monster and win. 



Of course, the monster’s volatile nature had to be contained as much as possible, other¬ 
wise he’d have an... unfortunate... effect on the morale of the other Illian soldiers. Monsters 
that are as likely to kill you as the enemy are often detrimental to team spirit. Such contain¬ 
ment was the purpose of this exercise. 

It was, Auric reflected, rather like training a dog. This creature was larger, meaner, and 
more dangerous than any dog Auric had ever had in his youth, but the basic principles re¬ 
mained the same: you could not reason with or convince this frost giant, any more than you 
could a boar hound. The only thing that would work was conditioning—in effect, the creature 
had to be taught that the White Hand was dangerous, and that attacking the White Hand 
was bad behavior and meant pain. To that end, the mental link between Wilboman and Au¬ 
ric’s “guest” was very handy. 

At the moment, the creature was lumbering around an arena filled with terrified pris¬ 
oners dressed in various liveries. From the walls of the arena, archers launched arrows at him, 
wounding him, driving him into new paroxysms of pure, blind rage. The arrows were no dan¬ 
ger to the Frost giant, any more than pin pricks to a human. His viscous blood ran so slug¬ 
gishly that even the deepest sword stroke could not cause him to bleed out. His entire body 
was covered in scars, ice-like patches where the slings and arrows of countless foes had left 
their mark. And so, the only purpose served by the hail of arrows was to drive him to even 
greater heights of uncaring fury. All part of the exercise, of course. 

Whenever he dismembered prisoners wearing the Crown of the Bannor or that ac¬ 
cursed Sunrise of the Amurites, Auric gave him a mental pat on the back. Every time he 
turned his attentions to a group wearing the White Hand, Auric caused a searing pain to 
strike the monster’s mind. And so, slowly, he would learn—if that is what it could be called. 
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the chain gangs, Wilboman was led by one of his handlers, one of the few humans he had 
learned to obey and trust, back to the ice cold room in which he was stored when he was not 
needed. 

Wilboman, the man from Wilbo, dug out of a glacier, a remnant of the glorious Age 
of Ice, carrying that same name. It was not terribly inventive, true, but it was the name the 
soldiers had given the creature, and by now it had stuck. Who knew what the frost giant had 
been called in the simple, brutalistic language of his race? Who cared? He was the last of the 
frost giants, what his kin had called him mattered for nothing in this new age. 

As he watched his weapon of mass destruction be led meekly away, a thought stole 
through Auric’s mind: He will not be the last of his race much longer. 

Javelin Thrower 

Defenders in the Age of Ice could rarely count on fair weather and cloudless skies. Therefore 
most tribes forgot the arts of archery and bowmaking. Blizzards would send arrows far off 
course when propelled by rudimentary bows, and so many inventors gave up making better 
bows for other avenues of weapons. 

Illian defenders copied the Doviello javelin throwers’use of weaponry. These heavy 
spears are hard to throw, but are not as easily turned away by winter winds as the arrows of 
the novice archer. Another difference is that with a well-aimed hit to the gut, a soldier fac¬ 
ing a Javelin Thrower might be pinned to the earth. The Doviello would finish off the target 
in battle with shock troops following the Javelin barrage, and return to loot the body later. 

In contrast, Illian Javelin Throwers would leave their foes pinned there long after the battle, 
watching them from the ramparts. The final vision of many who sought to end the Illian rule 
was a cold, heartless stare from a Javelin Thrower, as the chill winds took their last breath. 

The White Sctnd 

Even beyond the sycophants of his court, the god Illian desires worship, and dully rewards 
those who give it. The priests of the White Hand offer scant advice or solace, but are more 
than able to heal their followers to advance the slow, steady march of Mulcarn’s dominion. 

Temple of the Hand 

Much more than a religious building, the temples are the center of law, ceremony and for the 
Illians. There are no atheists when your god can be seen towering over your capital city and 
any event, either beneficial or malevolent, is assumed to be the result of Mulcarn’s will. 

Priest of Winter 

The Frost Speakers, disciples of Mulcarn, were tolerated by most nations in the Age of Mag¬ 
ic. They would pledge allegiance to no sovereign, but they did not speak sedition, either. Well 
beyond stoic in their demeanor, followers of Winter lost passion of all sorts. Initiation to this 
order involved bathing in icy waters overnight. Those who survived the “baptism” usually had 




their outlook changed dramatically by it, without need of theological debate. 

These cold men now lead the armies of their god. Slow to adapt to their enemies’ tac¬ 
tics, their strength lies in unflinching rationality, carrying out their plans unhindered by fear, 
ambition, or personal attachment. They will patch up wounded soldiers with divine aid of 
their god-king, but evidence suggests their compassion is something to be desired. More than 
once Amurite recon patrols have found badly wounded Illian warriors buried in the snow— 
occasionally still breathing. 
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Uvfdmmoru, Angel j of ffreecL 



There is one great city in hell and it dominates this entire world of Mammon. The wastes of 
Mulcarn’s realm lead down into it and eventually the souls will be drawn to the city. As they 
get closer to the city they are transformed from ethereal spirits to a physical manifestation 
similar to their body in life. 

As each petitioner enters the city he is given a coin, and the only way to progress 
through the city is to give seven coins to the Balors that guard the gateway at the cities heart. 
As such the entire plane is a trial to gather the seven coins needed to escape (little do they 
know that only worse lays beyond). Balors guard the city and maintain some illusion of order. 
This keeps wars from breaking out and makes for some safe areas where you can’t simply at¬ 
tack people to take their coins. 

The point of this realm isn’t to teach the petitioners how to effectively get the coins, 
but to have them spend years, decades and centuries wanting them. Getting them to the 
point where they are completely subject to their greed and unbound by any morale con¬ 
straints in getting them. They will lie, they will steal, but mostly they will become ruled by 
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r their desire in a city full of lies, false hope, and degradation. 

Some few never leave this stage of hell and intentionally become permanent citizens of 
^ this city They occasionally rise into powerful positions, slave traders, dream merchants, cult 
leaders, etc. Mammon may take those that seem stuck and wipe their memories, forcing them 
to restart their entry into the city, but sometimes he leaves them be. Mammon is quite proud 
of his city, and one of the few (along with Esus) who views it as something more than just a 
part of a great machine. 

Oddly the city features a long street full of various temples. There are hundreds of gods 
represented, and temples are regularly switched from one religion to another. Most of the 
“religions” are unique to this city. Some worship various demons that may or may not be in 
the city, some worship petitioners pretending to be gods. All of the gods of Erebus are repre¬ 
sented except one are represented, though most in blatant parody of the real religion. There 
I is a temple to Lugus, for example, that claims that Lugus is dead and they worship hideously 
disfigured statues of their fallen god. 

The only god without a temple is Mammon. Mammon believes that the entire city is 
his temple. 

The Fall of Mammon 

l. 

Mammon sat in the shadow of a great mountain. He liked creation, the smells of fresh earth 
and growing things, the mix of warm sunlight and cool breezes. But a world is more than the 
material and his mind was exploring one of his own creations, mathematics. 

The One had removed the power of creation from them, but the gods were still power¬ 
ful. Though the laws of Erebus were set, they could easily bend them. But in time they would 
I return to their natural state. Mammon wished he could remake some of the laws he had ap¬ 
plied, and even now played with changing them and watched the impact of his changes on 
the clouds that drifted overhead. The way the clouds split, funneled, dispersed and moved 
were minutely changed by the slightest of his adjustments. 

As the god of foresight Mammon watched the world play out due to his tiny changes. 
The clouds’ shadow that uncovered a mother mouse a second sooner. The hawk that spotted 
the now uncovered mouse. The mouse that would die in the hawk’s claws. The mouse babies 
that would starve without their mother. The seeds that would not be eaten by the mice. The 
plants that would now grow from those seeds. 

The clouds rolled towards the west, they were bone white and hung low in the sky. All 
except a single cloud that traveled east, seemingly ignoring all natural laws. Mammon consid¬ 
ered the futures changed by the defiant cloud. Weather patterns changed, storms that would 
and wouldn’t occur now. The changed world that existed because of that cloud. 

“Would you be so quick to change everything if you knew the implications of your ac¬ 
tions?” Mammon asked the sky. 

Tali, god of the air, smiled down at the serious god, “I suspect that everything turns out 
the same no matter what we do.” 

Mammon frowned, “That is not true.” 
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But secretly Mammon wondered if Tali was right. 

A distant ceremony beckoned to both the gods. All the gods gathered around a shal¬ 
low pool and with a thought Mammon and Tali joined them. 

Within the pool a woman floated, perfect of form with smooth, pale skin and long, 
black hair. She was to be Gabella, formed by Aeron into the first woman and she was receiv¬ 
ing a blessing from each of the gods. 

Bhall, Goddess of Fire, floated in the pool with Gabella and fire danced across the 
pool’s surface and shimmered in its depths. Bhall held the sleeping Gabella and whispered 
into her ear, “I give you the capacity for passion and love, that you can give these gifts to oth¬ 
ers and can receive them to yourself.” 

At that she kissed Gabella gently on the forehead. Gabella continued to float as Bhall 
let go and stepped out of the pool. Ceridwen came next, floating above the pool she allowed 
the long tendrils of her gown to reach down and lift Gabella gently to her. 

Oghma was watching Mammon closely. The two were as close as their precepts, Ogh- 
ma was knowledge of everything that was and Mammon was the god of knowledge of every¬ 
thing that will be. The thin line of the present separated their dominions and because of that 
the gods had a close affinity for each other. 

Deciding that something had changed Oghma whispered to Mammon, “You seem 
bothered.” 

Nemed spoke to all the gathered gods before Mammon could respond. 

“I mean to give her eternal life. That mankind can share our immortality and live with¬ 
out death.” 

The gods considered, all life in creation was meant to be temporary. They were not 
making gods, but a world with seasons and cycles. Arawn was the first to respond. 

“They have not known heaven, but they will yearn for it. Are you sure that our creation 
is so perfect that it should be unending?” 

At that the gods all began speaking at once. Only Agares, who watched without com¬ 
ment, and Mammon stayed out of the conversation. Mammon already knew the outcome. 

It was the same as any major decision they had to make, they would ask him. It was Nemed 
who asked. 

“Mammon, what do you foresee for Gabella and her children? Should she live eternal, 
or live only for a time within creation?” 

For the first time Mammon was afraid to answer. Something was wrong, and for one 
who always knew the future being blind to it terrified him. Mammon could see the creation 
of Gabella, could see her rebellion and refusal to submit to the plan of the gods. Beyond that 
he saw the rebellion of Agares, and his attempt to challenge the One. He saw the One stand¬ 
ing in creation, judging the world. But he couldn’t see anything beyond that moment. If there 
was any future beyond that he was blind to it. Mammon suspected that the One unmade 
them and creation. He suspected that he was seeing his own death. 

In regards to Gabella’s immortality, for the time that Mammon could see there was no 
difference. With or without eternal life Gabella would refuse to become the mother of hu¬ 
manity. With either option she would live until Mammon’s vision failed him. She would live 
as long as Mammon would. 
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Rather than admit that his vision was gone, rather than tell the gods that Agares 
would betray them, that they would all die, Mammon pretended to know and for the first 
time gave advice without knowing if it was correct. 

“Allow them to be immortal, they should not fear death.” Mammon was beginning to 
know that fear too well himself. 

Arawn seemed bothered by the response but said nothing. Nemed entered the pool, 
embraced Gabella and whispered into her ear. From that moment she was as immortal as a 
single god could make her. 

Mammon was next. He walked across the surface of the pool and sat down at Gabella’s 

side. 

“Wake child.” He said softly. 

Gabella sat up and her eyes fluttered open. She was still in the daze of birth and likely 
wouldn’t see or remember him, but he wanted to see her eyes. Aeron had fashioned her body 
perfectly, she was beautiful, strong and unique in feature. 

“I give you...”Mammon leaned close, so that no one could overhear, “I give you noth¬ 
ing, so that you might always wonder and won’t know the pleasures and the pains of the fu¬ 
ture.” 

Gabella lay back down in the pool and returned to her sleep. Agares was the last to 
give his blessing and he stepped into the pool. At his touch the water changed to a blend of 
black and gold, a beautiful labyrinth of bright gold veins appearing and disappearing into 
emptiness. The gold strands caressed Gabella’s body and again her eyes fluttered open to meet 
Agares’s gaze. 

“I give you hope, a belief in what can be, that you will not know despair.” 

Oghma was watching Mammon closely, he would be the only one who knew that 
Mammon didn’t give a gift to Gabella. Similarly Mammon watched Agares, searching unsuc¬ 
cessfully for some hint of his future betrayal. 

2. 

Nemed was reborn a man. He gave the precept of life to Arawn and now he marveled at the 
slightest sensations of creation. The way the grass tickled his feet, the goose bumps on his 
back from the cool air, and the weight of his own body. 

Gabella stood watching a distant storm. The grasslands swayed around her and the 
scattered copses of trees turned their leaves skyward in expectation of the coming rain. 
Though she was just a few hours old Oghma had given her not only the capacity to learn but 
an understanding of creation that made her the equal of any scholar in later ages. 

As Nemed approached she raised one hand to stop him then she turned to consider 
him. He had expected to see an expression of a swan to its mate, or a baby bear to its mother. 
But instead he saw the calm, dangerous look of a predator, of a lioness surveying her land. 

“I am Nemed, I am to be your husband. We will populate this world with our chil¬ 
dren.” 

This was the first pickup line in creation, and it was a colossal failure. Gabella turned 
to reveal a sharpened stick she held in her left hand, in a smooth motion she leapt at him, 
knocking Nemed to the ground and placing the spear’s tip against his penis. 






Gabella smiled at his look of surprise, “I suspect this may happen exactly opposite of 
how you intended.” 

Nemed tried to throw her off but she was stronger, and faster, than the once god. In 
one motion she stabbed him, tearing through his scrotum and ripping his penis off in one 
meaty chunk. Gabella admired it briefly before flipping it off into the grass. Nemed screamed 
in pain. 

The gods appeared around the two. Sirona was at Nemed’s side, and even though he 
quickly healed from the wound the memory of pain and fear left him shaken. Gabella was 
held fast in Dagda’s power, frozen under the consideration of the gods. 

“Have we failed, should we remove Gabella from creation?” Dagda asked. 

No one answered. 

Nantosuelta approached Gabella, she brushed Gabella’s long black hair back away 
from her face. “Child, couldn’t you see the results of your actions? Why did you fear the ad¬ 
vances of Nemed so? Don’t you long for the generations before you?” 

It was Lugus who answered, “She is without foresight. Her fear consumes her, making 
her little more than a beast despite our gifts. Why was the future hidden from her?” 

This last question was directed at Mammon. 

“Rebellion is inherent in creation,” Mammon answered. “Her actions were the same re¬ 
gardless. The only difference was I saved her from the knowledge of what will be done to her 
in response. Do you want her to act in fear of our punishment or according to her desires? 
The desires that we gave her.” 

“Her obedience can be compelled,” Junil offered. 

At this the gods broke into arguing. Esus was the most adamant that Gabella should 
be free to choose her own course, and Junil argued that this disobedience must be removed 
from creation. Aeron, who had fashioned her form and considered her the greatest of his 
creations, fought to allow her freedom. As did Ceridwen, Camulos (who only wanted peace) 
and Agares. Mulcarn only offered that creation was better off without men at all. 

“Should we free her or unmake her?” Dagda asked Mammon. Once again they turned 
to him. 

“It doesn’t matter, whatever you decide she will be freed.” 

At that Arawn stepped forward. His right hand shone with the pure white light of 
birth, his left with the gray power of ending. He raised his left hand over Gabella but before 
he lowered it Ceridwen appeared behind the trapped Gabella. The flowing tendrils of Cerid- 
wen’s gown surrounded Gabella, completely blocking her from the sight of the other gods. 
Arawn brushed the gown easily aside, but Gabella was gone. 

3. 

They argued again and eventually agreed to create another wife for Nemed. This time the 
gifts were to be less than those given to Gabella, so she wouldn’t be pulled in different direc¬ 
tions by each of their aspects. And she would be mortal in form so that whatever she chose, 
she would not have a permanent impact on creation. Her soul was to remain immortal, and 
Arawn agreed to tend to her soul, and those of the mortal generations that would follow her. 

They named her Anesidora and she was as gentle as Gabella was fierce. Nemed built a 
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f farm on the edge of a great river for them to share. It was bordered by seven great pine trees 
and the gods frequently visited the farm. It was a favorite place for squirrels to play and they 
could often be seen chasing each other along the buildings and trees, or chattering noisily at 
anyone who passed, god or man. 

One day Agares and Mammon stood by the river’s edge and the squirrels chattered at 
them. One even came to Agares s foot, looking up at the powerful god and squeaking as if 
laying out all the world’s problems for him. Agares simply smiled at the tiny creature and of¬ 
fered him a small nut, which the squirrel happily accepted before hopping away. 

“The One will return to creation soon,” Mammon commented. 

Agares nodded. 

“When he does, you will rebel against him.” 

Agares stayed silent to this. The two gods sat and watched the squirrels battle, the nut 
i Agares had given one had caused them to start quarreling with each other over it. 

Finally Agares asked, “How does it end?” 

“I don’t know” Mammon answered, “I see you rebel, I see him considering creation and 
then nothing. I can’t see a future for anyone beyond that moment. I believe he kills us all and 
I unmakes creation.” 

Agares nodded, then asked “What do you think we should have done with Gabella?” 

“You mean, what should the One do with you?” 

Agares simply responded, “Yes.” 

“I don’t know. I love creation, I don’t want to see it lost. But questions of morality are 
better suited for the dominions of other gods.’’Then after a pause Mammon added, “I’m 
afraid of dying. Were we ever not alive?” 

Agares shrugged. “I will speak to those that defended Gabella. If they value life and 
freedom over obedience then they may be allies.” 

Before Agares left Mammon stopped him, “Did you curse Gabella? Were you the rea¬ 
son she wouldn’t submit?” 

“No” he answered, “I thought it was you. But maybe Aeron didn’t want another taking 
his perfect creation. Or maybe it was Ceridwen, who is always incomprehensible.” 

“Maybe” Mammon echoed, but Agares was already gone. Alone, Mammon sat and 
watched the squirrels continue to fight over the nut. 

4. 

Os-Gabella, Gabella the unbound, crept through the forest. It was a few days since her birth 
but she was already the greatest predator in creation and hunted without fear. It was spring 
and the sun, filtered through the leaves, created a net of light on the forest floor. There was 
no night in this world, it was caught in permanent day and made any time equally good for 
hunting. 

Then two gods surrounded her. They held a thousand forms, and the world reacted to 
their thoughts. In one vision Junil seemed to swing a brilliant white sword at her only to have 
it blocked by the shield of Camulos. In another a tree broke and collapsed on her, but a wolf 
leapt and knocked her out of the way. In another the gods simply stood on each side of her, 

I considering their possible actions. 
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Os-Gabella suspected this last vision was the true one, but the world seemed to ripple 
out form the gods as if it was only smoke someone had passed their hand through. Not only 
did the hand change the direction of the smoke, but the wind that followed it. Even the most 
minor thoughts of the gods changed the world, and these weren’t minor thoughts. 

Junil wanted her dead and Camulos stood protectively over her, and the power of his 
dominion held Junil at bay. 

Os-Gabella fled into the trees, running from shadow to shadow back to the place of 
safety that Ceridwen had provided her, the Bair of Lacuna. She briefly came out of the shad¬ 
ows to cross a small glade and almost ran into a figure standing in the shadows on the other 
side. He was massive and well muscled, more so than any other god and he radiated an aura 
of virility and masculinity. It was Aeron. 

“Calm child,” he said, “I do not wish you harm.” 

Os-Gabella adjusted quickly, cutting around the opposite side of a massive oak and 
sprinting on. But she wasn’t fast enough, Aeron was instantly on the other side of the tree 
waiting for her. He reached for her, grabbing her left wrist. 

Os-Gabella attacked, hitting Aeron in the nose with an open palm. Her blow was like 
a breeze against a mountain and Aeron only smiled. 

“I have not given up my divinity, though you are perfectly fashioned, I am a god.” 

Os-Gabella struggled but Aeron wrapped a thick arm around her waist and pulled her 
close to him. She could feel the heat of his body against her and was helpless in his grip. 

“What do you want of me?” she screamed. 

“I mean to enjoy my creation, and that you would know the affections of a god. That 
you would have children devoted to me that are strong, cunning, and immortal.” 

In that moment the One entered creation. For a brief second Os-Gabella felt like she 
was every part of creation. She was the sunlight filtering through the leaves, the patchwork of 
grass it fell upon, the river that flowed past Nemed’s farm, the clouds in the sky. She was the 
god that was about to rape her, and the woman about to be raped. She was everything in cre¬ 
ation at once. And creation was only her alone. 

In that moment she knew the mind of every god, and she felt their fear, mistrust and 
jealousy. She knew their strength and weaknesses. And she loved and hated each of them. 

The One stood on a white stone slab looking out across creation. The 21 gods appeared 
around him, each afraid and ashamed for different reasons. 

Mammon was consumed with his own dwindling time. He had only a precious few 
moments of life left and he watched them slip uselessly through his fingers. 

Agares rushed the One, wings unfurled he leapt into the air before him, sword raised 
high. The One simply caught the charging angel in one hand and threw him down. The force 
of the blow shattered the angel and left him laying broken in the dirt. 

The One raised one hand toward Mammon. The arm raised like an hourglass with only 
a few remaining grains of sand. When it was fully raised Mammon’s vision would end, he 
would be no more. 

Then Mammon heard Agares’s voice, “Flee, rebel, forget.” 

And in that moment he did. He betrayed his dominion, turned against the One and 
felt a new power within him. A great desire that could never be filled. Blind to the future he 
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became ruled by the need to control and possess. And he fled from the One. 

Aeron, Mulcarn, Esus, Ceridwen and Camulos fled as well. But destruction did not 
follow them. The One remained briefly in creation, meeting with the gods that remained loy¬ 
al to him. Then he returned to the true heaven and sundered that path between heaven and 
creation. 

Hastur 

The expanse was created to separate you from me, so that you would be forever limited by the 
weakness of your form and unable to barter the only thing the gods want from you: your soul. 
—on Pass Through the Ether 

BdherdphA 

Kylorin was the greatest mage who ever lived, unrivaled in versatility or insight. There were 
some individuals, though, who surpassed him in raw talent. Jealousy was never a fault of Ky¬ 
lorin, even at his most depraved, and he sought out those with particular aptitude to take as 
his personal pupils. Perpentach was one of his students, a master of mind magic before he 
even knew it. He could control minds without even trying. Doing so frequently at a young 
age took a toll on his sanity. Kylorin healed his mind when he found him, and with Per- 
pentach’s unrivaled powers at his disposal, his increasingly dark empire never once faced the 
threat of revolt. Until Kylorin himself saw what he, and by his hand most of mankind, had 
sunk to. Kylorin tried to reform Patria, but doing so brought its ruin, for the most power¬ 
ful people on the planet, his pupils, had been molded by him into cold-hearted instruments 
of control and oppression, and few of them wanted to take the limits their master then tried 
to impose. When Kylorin went to stop Perpentach, he almost lost his life for it. He did the 
only thing he could do to survive, stunning Perpentach by undoing his previous work, and 
Perpentach s mind was flooded with all the thoughts and personalities he had acquired with 
his magic. 

Unwilling to kill the man he had corrupted, Kylorin locked Perpentach in the Tower 
of Eyes, a dungeon deep in the wastelands guarded by mindless golems. There he would have 
spent the rest of his mad days had it not been had for a circus caravan that wandered close 
enough for Perpentach to gain control. This was the start of the Balseraph nation, as Per¬ 
pentach used the circus people to carry his mind to a nearby village and brought them under 
his control to free him from his prison. This would surely have led to another confrontation 
with his master, had not the Age of Ice intervened. Perpentach lasted the age by taking over 
the body of a young man when he aged, and he and the circus people and their descendants, 
either controlled by his magic or subdued by it, lasted that dire age by hiding from the Illian 
White Hand. When his old master freed the world from Mulcarn’s grasp and warmth and 
prosperity returned to Erebus, Perpentach set out to rebuild his empire. His madness does 
not cripple him, but his realm is like no other, whimsical and deadly at once. 

It is not easy to fool the master of mind magic, but the Sheaim are not strangers to 
the arcane, and a spy from their realm was able to pose as a courtesan in Perpentach’s mad 
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court. She was found, though not before conceiving a child with Perpentach, a girl who was 
kept and raised by puppets, imps, djinn and other summoned creatures. Keelyn has little con¬ 
cept of mortality or morality, but she does have powerful summoning at her disposal, making 
her a dangerous wildcard in the politics of Erebus. Perpentach has never publicly acknowl¬ 
edged her, due to madness or perhaps some scheme. 



Perpentach 

Some call him The Laughing Man, or the Momus, or the Jack of Tears. Whatever he’s called, 
the King of the Balseraphs has held court at the dark heart of Jubilee for at least two centu¬ 
ries, and there is evidence he occupied this land before the Age of Ice, though perhaps in a 
different form. He has since grown mighty on the power of the blood of captured slaves. 

Yet the Laughing Man is not a mere menace to be feared and destroyed. Mad, capri¬ 
cious, and deadly being that he is, he also possesses a certain gallows humor, a fondness for 
bravery and honesty, and a seemingly insuperable compulsion to keep his word (though he is 
fond of using tricks and the subtleties of language to keep from being locked into any agree¬ 
ments). 

All alone. Just him and four walls. Again. 

“You know you weren’t in jail back then, dear boy,” Sister Serisa told him. “The Sister¬ 
hood of Sirona took care of you, as best we could. The Asylum was unpleasant, perhaps, but 
it wasn’t like this. You were starving when we took you in, starving and wandering the street 
conversing with your long dead parents.” 

“She tried to keep us away from you, Perpentach. Locked us all away, told you we 
wouldn’t always be there with you.” His mother reached out her arms to him. 

“You aren’t mad, child,” Kylorin, his savior, told him. “You’re a magical savant, a person 
with exceptional talent. Talent for mind magic in your case. The Asylum was proof of that. 
Almost three hundred patients were dead of neglect, because the entire sisterhood is en¬ 
thralled by your every whim. I could use power like that.” 

His teacher paced the small cell. “Magic always has an effect on those who use it, I’ve 
found, especially the unprepared. Your power brought a terrible price upon you—a copy of 
those in whose heads you trespassed, residing in your own mind. This was the source of your 
madness. When I found you, I locked this part of your mind away using your own power.” 

“That’s not all you did,” said the older Kylorin to his young apparition. “You traded 
madness for wickedness. We were too power-mad to notice how corrupted you were, my son. 
I’m sorry I had to do this to you.” 

“Corrupted? You betrayed us, and everything we worked for!”The younger Kylorin 
pushed the elder against the cold stone wall of Perpentach’s cell. “I would have been proud of 
what Perpentach was able to accomplish!” 

“Proud? Gods, I killed Gastrius for less than the atrocity Perpentach committed.” 

Gastrius leaned in over his mentor’s shoulder to add, “But you couldn’t kill Perp. He 
was stronger than you, the strongest of us all. He almost killed you, the great and powerful 
Kylorin—self-righteous traitor. ” 

The elder Kylorin pushed free, turned away from the crowd. “The evil he did... it 
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wasn’t his fault though, it was ours. But I had to stop him. So I let us out. His greatest weak¬ 
ness, at a critical moment, when he nearly overcame me, I undid the protection I had once 
applied, and that rush of madness was enough. And now we’re in here, alone with you. May¬ 
be I should end your sad life once and for all.” 

“You stay back!” shouted his mother. 

Perpentach found being alone with his thoughts too crowded. He fell to the floor, cov¬ 
ering his ears and screaming in an attempt to find peace. It was in vain, and desperately he 
set out his mind in search of others, of some firmament in the sea of his madness. Kylorin 
had not made the mistake of underestimating him again—there were no human settlements 
for many miles of his prison, a sunken tower deep in swampland. Every night he searched for 
any thought, any glimmer of sentient life, until he passed out. 

“I swear, you’ll drag us to the ends of Patria before you find Kurias, Balmaflu.”The 
speaker was just at the edge of Perpentach’s perception, and moving away. A glimmer of hope 
alit in Perpentach’s mind, a wild plan. As he felt the travelers slipping away, he jumped over 
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to this man’s mind. His connection to his own body wavered, almost completely broken; back 
in the cell the mage collapsed to the ground. 

“I hear the river,” Balmaflu replied, “I’m sure it runs west—Momus, are you alright?” 
The leader of their troupe leader had gone pale, stopping his wagon abruptly. 

“I—we must return.. .’’The Momus was filled with a great unease. Perpentach was des¬ 
perate to return to his body; hiding in another’s mind he was cut off from most of his power. 
But he needed more than this small theatre troupe to overcome the mindless golems between 
him and freedom. So he would bide his time... let these fools lead him to a town. 

The Momus shook his head. “I’m sorry, my friend... for a moment my thoughts were 
not my own, as they say. But let us hurry, this marsh gives me ill-feelings.” 

Rork sought his daughter. She should have returned with the milking. He found her 
in the field, being dragged away by wolf. Rork grabbed a pitchfork and chased after the wolf. 
It stayed just out of reach, but he wouldn’t give up the chase if it cost him his life, so dear was 
his daughter. 

So hated was the constable’s cousin. So beautiful was the blacksmith’s love. So valuable 
was the goods stolen from the mayor’s son. 

By the time the performers were in sight of the village, they could see the mob march¬ 
ing their way, each person chasing its own demon. The Momus was nearly passed out due to 
all the energy Perpentach had drained from him to power his illusions. He managed to rasp 
out “Follow the crowd... back to the swamp. 

Many of the villagers fell to the assault on the golems. Many had fallen along the way, 
incapable of the three-day march back to the prison. In the end enough survived to free Per¬ 
pentach. None were forgotten, however. A great multitude joined the crowd inside his mind, 
but Perpentach learned there were more ways to survive madness than hiding from it. He 
embraced it, mastering the minds within his mind, ruling both a small fiefdom far from Ky- 
lorin’s fire, and a grand multitude in the courts inside his mind. 

See Also 

Beeri Bawl 
Pagan Temple 
Rob Graveyard 

Keelyn 

Not many children of Courtesans spend their lives in the palace of their sire, but not many 
are born from a Sheaim spy and Perpentach himself. The day Keelyn’s mother discovered 
her imminent arrival was the day she was discovered to be more than a pretty flirt who had 
caught the Clown Prince’s eye. There were supposed to be magic wards around her to prevent 
pregnancy from interrupting her mission. She doubted that she could keep Perpentach’s favor 
in this state, and maternal instinct made her want to avoid putting the new life growing in¬ 
side her in danger. She most certainly could not keep his favor, however, when he discovered 
her making her last report to Tebryn through an enchanted mirror. She attempted a return 
spell, but the entire palace was warded against it. Chained in the dungeon and promised a 
swift execution, the spy had one request: “Please, please, just spare my... our child.” Con- 


214 








7 & " . ' 


temptuous disdain was replaced by amused malice on Perpentach’s face. 

“Oh my my my, what to do? 

Death is surely too good for you! 

A child, though, is a means to my end— 
where death would break, this pain can rend 
your soul in two for my delight, 
shall I make him a slave, or set him alight? 

Mayhaps my offspring a tool I’ll make. 

Your archmage lord? His life he’ll take! 

Servants attend, this wench to give 
tender care, for she must live— 

Upon the birth of our dear child, 
revenge can bloom, oh joy, how wild!” 

Thus did the Balseraph ministers carefully observe the spy, until the birth of her 
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daughter. They awaited Perpentach’s orders. They never came, their leader seemed to have 
forgotten the entire matter, and no one wanted to remind him of his embarrassing dalliance. 
They dare not let harm befall the daughter of their mad king—but similarly, they dare not 
appear too involved in the child of their master’s enemy. Powerful conjurers were assigned to 
keep her safe from the day she was weaned from her wet nurse, but they were instructed not 
to get attached to her. Thus her only companions from the time she could toddle away from 
her room were the wizard’s summoned slaves, bound to protect her. She learned to talk from 
imps, danced with djinn, haunted the hallways alongside nightmares, and rode sand lions be¬ 
fore she saw a horse. 

Yearly, her only playmates would vanish, to be replaced by new summons. In her eighth 
year, she begged of‘Puppy’ the imp, “Please don’t leave me this time. I like you best!” It would 
later be debated whether it was due to actually befriending a servant of hell, some scheme of 
the mischievous beast, or her magical parentage, but the imp turned to her and smiled. “Mi¬ 
lady Keelyn,” he rasped, “I enjoyed our time together, but I must return to my masters... un¬ 
less perhaps you could ask them?” And so the child, whose only friends were monsters from 
the mists, learned to summon them herself. 

The next time her father was out, wandering out visiting festivals as he was wont to do 
for weeks or months at a time, his ministers met. They always did, to determine which of his 
insane orders they could subvert without his noticing and which they must carry out. This 
meeting however, was interrupted by Keelyn and a balor, flanked by a pair of pit beasts. “Gig¬ 
gles,” the girl said to the beast, “tell them that I’ll be in charge for awhile.”The balor roared. 

See Also 

Balor 

Loki 

The animals in Keelyn’s menagerie stirred uneasily in their sleep as a shadowy figure slipped 
past their cages. The apparition moved so quietly there was no way it would manage to stir 
even the most alert ones from slumber, yet, somehow, its passage managed to reach into their 
simple dreams and turn them sour. The shadow’s progress was accompanied by a soft snicker 
of barely suppressed eagerness and anticipation. It sounded like a naughty schoolboy who was 
about to play a particularly nasty trick on his teacher. 

At the end of the row of cages stood a flight of broad, flat steps leading to an opulently 
carved door, a writhing mass of serpentine forms intertwining across its entire surface. This 
was the garden entrance to Keelyn’s “Playpalace.”The palace was decorated in the typical 
Balseraph manner, with no regard to taste, simplicity or uniformity, but rather treated as an 
opportunity to fit in as many festive, amusing, intricate, inventive, colorful and shiny details 
as possible. On the plus side, it provided plenty of footholds for a climber who regarded fa¬ 
cades the same way an adventurous child regards trees. On the negative side, someone was so 
pleased with their work that they had seen fit to magically illuminate the whole thing, even 
in the middle of the night. 

The watch post at the aforementioned door shouted “Halt!” and squinted into the 
darkness, feeling sure he heard someone laughing. The laughing ended in an amused snort, 
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and he caught something moving very fast at the edge of his vision. Before he had a chance 
to see what it was, it disappeared up the side of the building and through a open window 
with a skitter and a whoosh. He suddenly felt rather silly, reacting to what must surely have 
been a squirrel or a bird. 

The great hall of the palace was decorated like a fairy-tale palace, as envisioned by a 
particularly deranged practitioner of adult-oriented “art.”The myriad candles went out in 
stages, starting at the front of the hall and moving towards the rear, a settling gloom advanc¬ 
ing like a shadowy wave. It was followed by a low, tittering sound, someone laughing at their 
own personal joke. It was so low, it might as well have been the drafts playing tricks on the 
ear. The dark veil proceeded with stately dignity up the grand staircase and left the whole 
room in darkness. 



A huge taskmaster on his way from a liaison with a courtesan bellowed “STOP!” at the 
top of his voice as he saw an unknown person sneaking into the hallway. The skulking figure 
appeared startled that he had seen him, and made a bolt for the nearest door—a move which 
brought a smile to the taskmaster’s face. That particular room was a “waiting room” for un¬ 
wanted guests, specially designed to be unwelcoming and lacking certain amenities, like a 
floor of any kind. Well, that was not strictly true. There was a hard-packed earth surface about 
thirty feet below. As far as the taskmaster was concerned, his intruder problem had solved it¬ 
self almost as quickly as it had appeared. Then he heard a very conspicuous “creeeeeeak,” and 
turned towards the source. The smile melted off his face as he spotted a jeering, otherworldly 
visage peering out from a door a little down the hall—since that door, too, led to the floorless 
chamber. This was obviously one of Keelyn’s damned pets on the loose, certainly nothing for a 
mere mortal to get embroiled in. He had hunted beastmen and dug dwarves out of their 
caves, but there were limits. Creatures from the pit... The taskmaster, feared by so many, 
turned and ran. A mocking laugh followed him. 

Strange things happened throughout the palace as, floor by floor, the interloper made 
his way to the top tower, where Keelyn slept. Magical candles flickered and died, psychedelic 
specters plagued the dreams of sleeping courtiers, lovers had their intimate moments rudely 
interrupted by loud knocking on the door, disembodied laughing or other highly disturbing 
noises. Guards found themselves nodding off or bursting into fits of uncontrollable giggling. 
A group of men playing Somnium found that all the money in the kitty had been replace 
with marbles. Predictably, a fight broke out. 

The guard in front of Keelyn’s door felt himself break into a cold sweat. He had the 
strangest sensation that someone was standing behind him, but when he spun round, no one 
was there. The feeling of being watched would not loosen its grip, however. He felt an inex- 

217 





plicable panic rising in him, and began shouting out challenges: “Who goes there? Step forth 
and be recognized! Show yourself, or there will be consequences!” He swung around, scan¬ 
ning every darkened corner, hoping to catch a glimpse of whoever was there. He was certain 
something kept moving on the edge of his vision. His cries became more and more dis¬ 
traught as the fear and panic swelled. Finally, he yelled in desperation: “Damnit, where are 
you, come out!” 

A small figure dropped down right in front of his face, its head at the level of his eyes. 
He focused on it, and found himself staring into a wooden face with large, unblinking, glassy 
eyes. The guard choked on his cry as the puppet mockingly chattered “Come out, come out, 
come out!”Then it grabbed his head with both polished hands and twisted sharply, snapping 
his neck with a merry “crack.” He slumped to the ground, his features frozen in a final, sur¬ 
prised grimace. The puppet landed on the guard’s lifeless form, and a small brass trumpet de¬ 
scended as well. The puppet seized it clumsily in its right hand, and, as the doors opened of 
their own accord, it marched through, playing a pompous fanfare that was cut short with a 
loud BLART and an exaggeratedly comical stumble as the little wooden man was met with 
the full force of Keelyn’s glare. “My bodyguards are not your toys!” she snapped with an ad¬ 
monishing tone of voice. 

“My bodyguards are not your toys,” the puppet repeated petulantly. Its voice was like 
that of a ventriloquist’s dummy, theatrical, high-pitched, unreal and slightly eerie. It stuck a 
red-painted tongue out at her. “You’re not funny, Loki! Come down from there at once, or 
face the wrath of Chuckles!” the princess commanded. Both puppet and trumpet were 
abruptly jerked through the door and up, and a spectacularly painted face appeared from 
above, looking upside down through the door frame. It bore the guilty but pleading expres¬ 
sion of a child caught with a hand in the cookie jar and who now had a pretty good idea of 
what was to follow. Keelyn was stroking a white bunny with mean red eyes, sharp yellow 
fangs and a hateful expression. The princess’s expression was merely stern, but bad enough. 
“You know what I mean, all the way down.” A gangly form dressed in brightly colored 
clothes unfolded from above and swung through the doorway, landed with a melodramatic 
flourish, and flashed an unnaturally wide smile. Then, ignoring Keelyn completely, he pro¬ 
ceeded to scan the room. 

Keelyn’s chambers appealed to Loki’s sense of humor. They contained all the things the 
bedroom of a princess should contain. On the wall over the balcony was a horse’s head, with 
one single horn protruding from above the glassy eyes. Above her gigantic four-poster bed 
(tastefully decked out in large pink ribbons, coal-black, oily-looking curtains and a grinning, 
stylized skull at the top of each corner post) was a painting of her standing beside the hang¬ 
ing corpse of another horse-like creature, this one with wings. In the painting, she had a full- 
sized winged demon improbably perched on her arm, in the same way a more mundane lord 
would carry a falcon. Next to the doorway of her dressing room, there was a collection of 
what appeared to be butterflies, but which, upon closer inspection, were small winged hu¬ 
manoids, pinned in frames. There was a desk, a heavy table-top of deep crimson marble sup¬ 
ported by four short, chubby creatures with red cheeks, beards and pointy hats. They looked 
like their natural state was “jolly,” but instead their features were twisted and distorted, as if in 
the throes of some terrible, unending torment. They were also suspiciously lifelike. Upon this 
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' desk there was an inkwell carved from a mummified foot. It was roughly child-sized, and ex¬ 
traordinarily hairy There was also a fetus, floating in ajar of bluish liquid. One could be for¬ 
given for thinking it was that of dolphin, were it not for the tiny hands and the beginnings of 
a head and abdomen. Finally, hanging from the roof in a large, gilded cage, there was an imp. 

The imp stirred in its cage, noticed Loki, and immediately changed shaped to a stun¬ 
ningly beautiful, completely naked young woman, making lewd gestures and sending him 
sultry looks. Loki watched the display with detached fascination, but no trace of lust. Seeing 
this, the demon changed to a remarkably pretty, naked young man, but got the same reaction. 
Then it changed into a little girl and finally a little boy, making seductive gestures all the time. 
It had no effect on Loki, however, and a look of confusion crossed the young boy’s face. Then 
it started quickly flicking through a number of shapes—a distressed old lady, a crying baby, a 
puppy dog, wagging its tail and jumping up and down, and on, and on to new forms, faster 
and faster. Loki was completely enthralled by the display, and Keelyn’s voice faded to a faint 
babble in the background. The babble stopped, and was followed by an outraged cluck, and a 
snap of the fingers. The imp was flung against the cage, shifted back to its original form, and 
slumped against the bars. 

“I did not call you here to waste time looking at the antics of my pets,” Keelyn hissed, 
suppressing what would undoubtedly have been a rather spectacular and possibly destructive 
tantrum. Loki was glad she did, although also a bit sad at all the mayhem that was now not 
going to happen, even though it would have been directed at him. “I called you here because I 
need you to play some tricks on some people. And by the way, it may be that daddy thinks it 
is funny when you sneak in every time he calls for you, but I don’t, so stop it.” Loki’s expres¬ 
sion became a grotesque attempt at portraying a remorseful puppy, and he started making 
simpering sounds. It was impossible to tell if he was being sarcastic or if he was sincere. Ev¬ 
erything Loki did was wildly overdone. If he ever spoke, one imagined it would be florid, 
pompous, loud, full of artistic pauses, meaningful stresses and careful enunciation, like a self- 
important tenor in a bad opera. But he never spoke. 

No one knew if he was mute by choice or compunction, physical, mental or magical. 
One thing was certain, though: Holding a conversation with Loki was nearly impossible, and 
frustrating to the point of madness. Not a single reply, he didn’t even use sign language. 
Nothing but a ceaseless stream of outrageous and oft inappropriate expressions and gestures, 
more confusing than enlightening. This was not a problem for the Clown Prince or his 
daughter, however; Perpentach didn’t seem to notice, and to Keelyn, this was the way things 
should be. Like all spoilt children, her preferred mode of communication was one-way. She 
told you what she wanted, and it was done. 

“The reason I summoned you, is...” She took a deep breath, and Loki cocked a very 
large, dark green eyebrow quizzically, anticipating his mission. “Is because I summoned a new 
friend the other day, and he told me there was this place with loads of new pets for me, and I 
told him I wanted to go this place, and he told me why leave it at that, I could be the Prin¬ 
cess, and I thought, my very own Queendom, wouldn’t that be grand, and he told me it 
wouldn’t be easy, and then he told me I wouldn’t be alone,” Keelyn bubbled, and Loki’s head 
bobbed up and down like a lever on a pump as she continued: “The Bannor want to go there 
too, and the Malakim. And loads of other people too, I think, and I don’t want to have to 


219 







share, but I think maybe I’ll have to play with them for a bit because I don’t think all of the 
pets living there will be as friendly as Chuckles and I don’t know if I can get daddy to give 
me enough soldiers to go an’ fight them all on my own and that’s why I want you to tag along 
with the other guys and see what you can see and maybe make things a bit difficult for them, 
but not so much that they are useless for me. Can you do that?” 

Loki nodded sagely, but the hungry twinkle in his eye revealed that he could do that, 
and he could do that very, very well. Keelyn did not fail to notice it. “I knew you’d like this, it 
is what you’re best at. One of my favorite games is following your little trail of destruction 
and confusion. I even have a map with pins in it. So go on, do your worst. That is my com¬ 
mand,” she finished, in the regal manner of a young girl who knew she could get whatever 
she demanded. “And don’t kill any more of my guards on the way out. I like the ones I have at 
the moment.” 

The audience was over. Loki nodded one last time, and his smile turned sinister and 
appeared to stretch broader than his face. He was obviously looking forward to this. Then he 
took a run up, ran through the opening between Keelyn’s room and the balcony, and jumped. 
He hung in the air for a split second longer than should be physically possible, and then 
dived, straight down. Despite herself, Keelyn rushed to the parapet and looked down. Far, far 
below, a vividly colored figure hopped smartly out of a small fountain, shook the water off, 
and skipped through the garden. She watched the happy figure until it disappeared through a 
hedge at the boundary of the garden, bound for untold mischief and pandemonium. 

Balseraph Catapult 

It required retrofitting the entire spring mechanism for the awkward shape, replacing the 
wheels to compensate for the change in center of gravity, and lengthening the lever arm so 
the beasts would stay put. But Perpentach wanted to see cows fly, and his engineers weren’t 
going to deny him. 

“Feche la vache!” 


Courtesan 

Courtesans live charmed lives, floating socially above the peasantry like a cloud above the 
plains. Few Kingdoms have never had courtesans to attend to the nobility’s desire for a pretty 
face, witty tongue, and often baser talents. The Balseraphs however utilized courtesans offen¬ 
sively throughout the Age of Rebirth, as covert information gatherers initially. A smile would 
often get them past a lonely border guard, and a bit more could earn entrance to the capital. 
Later they would find ways to make themselves much more useful, acting as a camp follower, 
then killing important enemy figures and disappearing into the night. 

Freak 

The Ballad of Facha and Elise 

Love most tragic, love most fair 
How else should perfect woman bear 
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To be with a creature such as I 
With tattered skin and slits for eyes 
Against her pale skin and golden hair 

Across the yellowed field I spied 
Her nightly walk from the Wren and Rye 
An inn full of mirth and gentle light 
She left and went out into night 
Like an angel drifting by 

As different as a dwarf to man 
Was she from whatever kind I am 
So how could she ever see 
That I loved her completely 
Unless I made her understand 

So when we met on city lanes 
I bound her screaming with my chains 
Dragged her away as she screamed “No!” 

Into the swamp where men don’t go 
And transformed her through days of pain 

When her rebirth was complete 
Battered face, broken feet 
Hair torn out, arm hung loose 
Around her neck a hangman’s noose 
I squeezed her till she couldn’t speak 

But still she fought, fled from our nest 
Back to town in her tattered dress 
Garbled howls and caked in mud 
Swollen features sprayed with blood 
They saw a monster fit for death 

For days she lingered on her own 
Between the swamp and her old home 
I watched my love, remembered her touch 
Those garbled cries I missed so much 
Those agonizing wailing moans 

Until she returned my stare 
And realized we were a pair 
Bound together her and I 
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That was the truth she can’t deny 
By love most tragic, love most fair 

Harlequin 

Cackling laugh, intense, bulging eyes ringed with black, a chalk-white face, and a manic smile 
that will never go away And you are trying to tell me there is something MORE terrifying 
than a homicidal harlequin? 

—Nial Hocrier, city watchman 

Merryman 

Usually warriors are chosen from amidst the populace by virtue of a noble lineage, or fierce 
trials of strength, or simply those who own the best weaponry The Balseraphs have different 
criteria. Any who amuse Perpentach are given favored positions in his forces. Whether the 
front lines in an army of conquest or palace guards, none escape the drudgery of the peasant’s 
life without making their ringleader smile. Pratfalls and practical jokes are favorites of the 
warrior hopefuls, though the surest path to advancement comes from dirty limericks. 

Mimic 

Those merrymen most amusing to Perpentach are likely to be trained in the art of panto¬ 
mime. Balseraph mimes use more than paint and expression, however, they also have subtle 
mind magic. Not entirely under their control, this grants them insight into their subjects that 
translates into fantastic combat abilities, especially combined with their lithe forms and sa¬ 
distic sense of humor. 

Revelry 

The 7th of Elembiuos, the Revelry, long have I waited for this day. Many would have com¬ 
plained about the remote post I have been assigned, a squalid little mountain village called 
Maledor, but it does have one advantage, it borders the Balseraph empire. 

The Revelry is celebrated in all cultures. Lanun ships moor themselves together into 
large floating islands where the wine and rum flow freely, the Hippus hold races and the 
Bannor are said to be able to come to their post up to 15 minutes late. But none of the festi¬ 
vals compare to the Balseraphs. 

The Balseraphs celebration lasts several days and foreigners often slip over into Bals¬ 
eraph cities to enjoy it. Disputes and wars are forgotten, most countries make it illegal to go, 
and most religions call it immoral. So foreigners have taken to wearing masks and elaborate 
costumes to keep from being recognized by fellow citizens and members of their local parish. 
Most importantly it keeps them from being recognized when they partake in the debauch¬ 
ery that they intended only to witness, but after an evening of vapors and vinum they are no 
doubt enjoying at a more personal level. 

In an hour I have seen more than in a lifetime watching village travelers. Goblins, 
elves, a hulking golem thundered by with a dwarf riding in a basket on its back. A jester with 
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a puppet on his head followed the golem in mock pursuit. Actors on a stage with a black 
background enacted a tale where Esus was played by a man with half of his body in white, 
and half in black. When he turned to the right he was clearly visible in all his actions, but 
when he turned to the left he was invisible against the black of the stage. Various other actors 
played the roles of gods and men and were routinely outwitted by the disappearing god. 

If I was a wise man I would have stopped there, but behind the safety of my porcelain 
mask I dropped a few coins into the hands of a pigeon-faced Imp and entered a tent draped 
in black and reds. 

Inside so many locusts hung on the canvas walls that little of the material could be 
seen. They buzzed and pushed against each other, filling the room with an odd clicking that 
made my skin crawl. Shorts chains hung from the ceiling like wind chimes, and they swayed 
and pulled to some unfelt breeze, often in opposite directions. 

The floor of the room was clear but for a straw mat, a small table and a withered man 
in drab brown robes. 

“Kneel,” he said motioning toward the straw mat. 

“The sign promised prophetic visions, is that possible?” I knelt on the mat as I spoke, 
more nervous that I had wasted my money than that any harm would come to me. After see¬ 
ing a small demon serving as doorman and making change a tent full of obedient bugs and 
disobedient chains wasn’t that impressive. 

“Prophecy is easy, I would have only to show you leaving this tent, eating another meal 
or going to sleep in a bed to fulfill that obligation. There is a prophet on every corner, believ¬ 
ing they serve some useful purpose by warning us of one overblown apocalypse or another. 
Death, plague, famine, war, these have always been, will always be, it takes no art to predict 
that.” 


He picked up a thin gold needle from the table an inserted a tiny candle in its tapered 
end. He then felt along the base of my skull and down along my neck until he found the spot 
he wanted and inserted the needle deep into my skin. 

He continued to talk as he worked. 

“You will learn your future, you will see that which is and that which will be. You will 
leave here a new man.” 

After inserting dozens of these golden needles he began to light the tiny candles with¬ 
in them. Slowly the wax melted, flowed down the hollow shaft and into my blood. I stared 
at the locusts shifting back and forth on the walls, listened to the chains hitting against each 
other above me but these senses drifted farther and farther away. I felt the weight of my body 
drop from me and I floated there in the tent in the haze of euphoria. 

Looking around the tent I noticed other people were here too. Strange grey people 
who were hooked to the chains that hung from the ceiling. A young woman writhed and 
pulled against her chain, stretching out from it before being pulled back. But most of the 
others, and there were dozens of others, simply floated around the tent staring at me with a 
look of sadness and concern. 

Such was the power of my euphoria that even the vision of these ghostly watchers 
didn’t bother me. But when I looked down I saw my own body beneath me. Needles poked 
out of a dozen locations and continued to burn. The withered man moved around my body, 
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making sure it remained kneeling and at rest. Then he looked up at where I floated above my 
body, looked into my drowsy eyes. 

This was the first moment I realized something was wrong. I tried to float back down 
to my body, flailing in the air but I didn’t move. The withered man looked annoyed by my 
thrashing. He reached for an unused chain and then grabbed me out of the air and hooked 
me on it. My weightlessness was gone, instead the chain was my new world and all of my 
weight seemed to fall upon it. 

Held by the chain I could only watch as the withered man walked over to the wall and 
plucked one of the locusts off of it. Then he walked back to my kneeling body in the center of 
the room, opened my mouth and allowed the locust to crawl into it. I could vaguely feel the 
tiny scratches of locust feet on my tongue, the creature’s hard shell pushing against the back 
of my mouth and down my throat, and then sudden and intense pain. 

I screamed, and in that moment the world was destroyed. Every person, place and ob¬ 
ject I had ever seen or imagined was gone and for a brief second I was alone in a world of 
perfect emptiness. Then everything was remade, piece by clumsy piece they came back to¬ 
gether until creation was restored and I was back floating on the chain at the top of the tent. 

Beneath me my body stood talking to the withered man, but the expression on my face 
was not my own. It was a dark look without compassion. I could do nothing but watch as this 
new version of me picked up my porcelain mask, covered my face and left the tent. 


1 


Taunt 

Henri Ghouls, the prince of fools 

As clumsy as they come 

From foster homes to boarding schools 

He’s kicked from every one 

Until the day, the king would say 

He’d make Henri his son 

But even with new toys to play 

We all think he is dumb 

—Patrian rhyme 


Stewctrdrd of Inequity 

See Also 

Dengrahl Lern 


Bazaar of Mammon 

Commerce is the lifeblood of an empire. A farmer sells his prize horse to buy seed for next 
season, and the tax collector takes enough off the top to equip a footman. A noble buys a tap¬ 
estry imported from across the continent, and the King’s campaign can continue for another 
month. As such, it is not discontent that is the greatest threat to a ruler’s ambition. Bread 
and carnivals can assuage unhappiness, or garrison troops should those measures fail. Rather 
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a people’s satisfaction has the potential to deplete the treasury and starve an empire. If the 
farmer is content with a smaller gain, from where does the soldier’s arms come? If the noble 
is pleased with his bare halls, shall the war end sooner? Indeed, if the soldiers themselves do 
not yearn for a better life than their fathers, why will they quit the farm for a mercenary life? 

In light of this, the Stewards of Inequity make an offer which even rulers devout of Ju- 
nil have a hard time declining. Let the royal market be seeded with a relic of the King of Av¬ 
arice here, or one of his praying acolytes there. Let his temples be unmolested in your capital. 
The people’s hearts shall take up a little—just a little—greed. So will their labors be intensi¬ 
fied with avarice, and the nation profit. 

Alas, such hubris has brought down empires. There is no such thing as a little greed, 
for Mammon is not a master content to share his subjects, and a people enslaved by their 
own base appetites are rare to rouse to the nobler callings of man. 

Mind Magic 

Charm Person 

The purposeful violation of a person’s mind is often considered among the most serious 
atrocities imaginable. One’s own mind is the ultimate sanctuary, a place that can’t be directly 
reached by outsiders, a place where one is free to think whatever he desires. 

Yet many disagree with these notions, or more, dismiss them outright. A man affected 
by a charm spell is not gently tricked or pleasantly deceived—nay, he knows full well what’s 
happening. He will feel the mage reaching into the depths of his mind, grasping all the feel¬ 
ings he has towards his loved ones, bending them until the treasured, prized emotions be¬ 
come horribly twisted. It is likely that it’ll make the man hate the mage even more, a terrible, 
burning rage that struggles—but cannot defeat—the newborn love and admiration he feels 
towards the one who just raped his mind. With time, the mind will fight off the foreign in¬ 
fluence—but in the meanwhile he’ll love the mage so much he’d die for him. And often he 
does, unable to raise his hand in defense as the mage’s comrades cut him down with laughter 
and merciless mockery. 

Domination 

“Come to me. 

Bring your sword, bring your wife, 
bring adoration, bring me your life. 

You are mine, fall in line, 
only in death will you wake. 

Cattle and Swine, I will dine 
on your mind, honey and cake, 
never to cease, never to end, 
never to question, always to bend. 








Come to me.” 

—Whispers of Mindbender Chlototh the Wicked. 

Inspiration 



What reason is there to wait? If you and I are to dance, why do we remain still? If you and 
I are to kill, what stays our hand? Why you have come to this place, is irrelevant. When you 
move on, is inconsequential. Whose illusions could you prefer, when you might create your 
own? Why play at life, when you could live it instead? 

—High priest Sunn Lao to his would-be assassin, his student thereafter. 
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CdmuloA, Angebof'~Wdr 



Petitioners who pass through Mammon’s trial are dropped into the eternal war of Camulos. 
There is no order here, there is little logic or reason. Only pain, hatred and battle. The world 
is as chaotic as those that fill it and volcanoes blast the sky while earthquakes raze and create 
mountains. 

The point of this hell is to desensitize the petitioner to any form of pain. To go beyond 
any moral qualms at hurting or killing anyone. To delight in inflicting pain and build a need 
to torment others. To enjoy feeling pain themselves. 

A petitioner that is born here begins small and weak. Their exact form and abilities 
vary widely based on the personality of the soul. There is little pattern to them. They are the 
subject of pain for a long time before they ever have any chance to inflict it. They start as little 
more than savage beasts, their memories are lost when leaving Mammons world and they are 
reduced only to their base nature. In time that nature will grow, but the memories of life will 
be faint or gone altogether from this point on. In time they become stronger until eventually 
their conquests will be legendary. If Mammon’s hell is the corruption of the mind, this hell is 












the corruption of the spirit. 

Land is held by the powerful warlords of the plane, who travel in bands that are con¬ 
stantly betrayed by their members. Once a petitioner has grown strong enough they will sim¬ 
ply be swallowed by the earth and surrounding warlords will be quick to step in and fill the 
void of the missing warlord. 

Occasionally powerful demons will come to this vault on hunting expeditions. They 
hunt the greatest or least of the spirits here and take them as servants (to fight in their own 
arenas as they aren’t worth much else) or merely for the pleasure of killing them. There are 
occasional wastelands here, the shallows, where some spirits hide to escape the constant bat¬ 
tle. Whatever peace they find doesn’t last long, and the hell hounds and demon hunters make 
regular trips into the shallows to gather new slaves. Sometimes demons pull petitioners di¬ 
rectly out of this vault to serve them in Erebus. These are enraged, wild demons. Strong, but 
without reason. 

The pits and tunnels beneath this vault are filled with vast prisons were the victims of 
war are kept. Here they suffer the worst physical torments and are forever unable to die. If 
there is any art in this violent hell it is in the perfection of torture. Trapped within dark holes, 
blood pouring through the ground like water and with the walls trembling with earthquakes 
and explosions you find the least fortunate of hells denizens. 


Doviello 

No one is sure what the Doviello were before the Age of Ice, most likely men from many na¬ 
tions. But instead of retreating to caves to wait out the cold, they became wild men barely 
surviving on the surface, raiding and killing any groups they found. They continue their hab¬ 
its even as the other nations try to settle on the surface. 

Charadon was a young boy raised in the harsh Age of Ice. Whether this accounts for his sav¬ 
agery or some other worldly taint is a question for the ages, but it did allow him and his tribe 
to survive. He copied the tactics of the wolf packs preying on his people, taking the strongest 
under his wing, sharing with those who helped his tribe survive but abandoning those that 
slowed it down. Other men and women joined this tribe, their alternatives being submission 
to Mulcarn’s White Hand priesthood or a cold lonely death. Only the Doviello were free and 
thriving in the heart of the winter, but the cost of this was any noble aspects of their human¬ 
ity. The ruling Illians left the Doviello alone to prey on those tribes that gained Mulcarn’s 
enmity. Eventually the Doviello clashed with Kylorin’s Amurites, and the savage wolf was 
forced to heel. Kylorin bested them, turning them against their former master. As the Age of 
Rebirth dawns, the Doviello wonder if they made a mistake. They did what they felt they had 
to do to survive, but by allowing the Age of Ice to end they have endangered their way of life. 
The wolf is adaptable, but also cunning, and should they sniff out Auric Ulvin’s plans a path 
to their old dominance may arise. 

Mahala seeks to reawaken the spirit of their founder, Charadon, whose leadership 
would renew the Doviello’s savage ties, though a path of strength through civilization is also 
open to the Doviello’s current pack leader. 
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Charadon 

He was lost. The realization suddenly dawned on him, in all its cold and inescapable horror. 
He had no idea where the camp was. He had been taken along on the hunt, for the first time, 
but now the others had left him here. He was about to panic, but he steeled himself against 
the cold and loneliness instead, remembering what could happen if you lost control out here. 

Charadon wandered about the windswept plains for some time, catching a few rabbits 
and eating them raw, as his father had taught him just a few weeks—an eternity it seemed 
now—earlier. As twilight gave way to moonlight, he saw a hill close by, and decided to climb 
it. 

It was then he saw the wolves. A large pack of them, resting for the night in the small 
shelter against snow and wind the hill offered. They did not see him, and nor did they smell 
him, it seemed. 

To him, wolves had always been defined by the distant howling at midnight, or the 
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shadowy shapes sometimes darting at the edges of the campfire’s light. He had never had the 
chance to behold them in their stark glory before. Their graceful figures, stalking across the 
land, always poised to strike, never letting their guard down. Their thick grey fur providing 
shelter from the wind and ice. Their powerful jaws, with teeth fit for crushing and grinding. 

For the next few weeks, he followed the wolves. Always taking care to keep a safe dis¬ 
tance, he diligently observed the behavior of the pack with a child’s curiosity. 

One thing he noticed was the sheer brutal efficiency that signified its progress, not 
constrained by the human emotions of compassion and mercy. If one among the pack had 
been hurt or struck by fatigue, the others merely left it for dead on the icy ground, unless prey 
had been scarce lately, then they welcomed the food supply their weaker kin provided. 

If a young pup was born weak or crippled, it was the father’s prime duty to crush its 
neck and throw it aside, as a human would throw down a broken spear. When the hunt was 
on, and a prey was taken down, the wolves did not share the spoils equally, but fought to the 
death for it, young as well as old, male as well as female. 

At first these things horrified the young Charadon, but gradually the horror gave way 
to admiration. Because the wolves, thanks to these measures, were very efficient at what they 
did. By rooting out the weaknesses of individuals, the pack managed to survive. In a world as 
harsh as this, unyielding cruelty was the greatest tool in the struggle for resources. 

One day, as he climbed a hillside to get a view of the progress of the pack, he spied the 
smoke of campfires in the horizon. Greatly uplifted by the sight, he made his way towards 
the camp. As he approached the camp, moving slowly down the hillside, he gazed at its in¬ 
habitants. What a contrast compared to the wolves! Here, the elderly were brought food by 
the hunters, the children nursed in their mothers’ tender embrace and the sick cared for by 
herbal medicine and gentle treatment. They were glorifying weakness. At this sight, and this 
realization, something deep in the heart of Charadon went cold and dark. With a clarity both 
liberating and dreadful, he suddenly knew what he had to do. 

Charadon stood on the hillside and watched the slaughter. His people had been taken 
completely by surprise by the pack of wolves. His face was expressionless as he watched them 
drag his mother out of her tent, and fight over her entrails. His father attempted to stop 
them, only to be ripped apart by the leader of the pack. As he stood there, silently waiting, 
what was left of his people, the strongest and fiercest among them, finally managed to drive 
the wolves away. The worthy ones. He made his way down the hillside, to join up with the 
survivors. There would be a place for them in the future after all. 

“He said it would allow him to write a story that would show my greatness. I think putting 
his head on my spear accomplishes the same effect.” 

—on why not to be a Doviello scholar 

Mahala 

“We need to find out more about him.” 

“Need to find out more, are we the yellow skirts now? Why do you obsess about 
knowledge? It’s that kind of talk that makes the civilized...” Charadon practically spat the 
word “.. .people soft. It makes you soft as well.” 
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Mahala ignored him. Blustering, headstrong fool... “The man could be a fraud, or he 
could be a very real threat—or an ally. We need certainty, or as much as can be had. If the II- 
lians are on the rise. 

She had hoped he would see sense for once, but their discussion deteriorated, as usual. 
Damned, stupid, single-minded, vicious bastard. For the Shamans to reawaken this mon¬ 
ster. .. Mahala took a deep breath and tried again to argue her point. 

“All your pointless wars will do is make sure our enemies get organized and decide that 
we are better off extinct!” 

“Hah! All you want to do is weaken us and then hand us over to our enemies, to be put 
in pens like sheep and cows! Better to die as warriors than live as thralls!” 

“Sheep and c... Argh! I am thinking of our children, while all you think of is your thirst 
for blood!' 

“If I didn’t watch you every second, I’m sure you would sneak up and plant a knife in 
my back—then you’d be rid of the last defender of Doviello strength!” The insult was clear 
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and damning. Killing an opponent in any other way than in public, gory, single combat, was 
perhaps the most cowardly thing the Doviello could think of. 

“I would never shame myself like that—but I wish to Camulos someone would chal¬ 
lenge you! You are well past your prime anyway! It’s about time the pack had a new leader, 
grey hair. Bringing you back was a mistake.” 

She could see that struck home. She knew it would. Charadon’s face turned deep pur¬ 
ple with unfettered rage. 

“You rodent! How dare you! You ungrateful little sheep’s daughter! It is not too late to 
make you into mother’s meat, weakling! You will listen to your pack leader!” 

“You are not my pack leader! I built the Doviello alone with my bare hands! After your 
failed age of ice, they had nothing but me. The Doviello is my pack!” Mahala had enough. 

She turned to leave, but Charadon grabbed her from behind, wrapped his arms around her 
waist, held her tight and brought his head to the level of hers. 

Mahala could smell the stench of rotting meat and bad teeth on Charadon’s breath as 
he panted in her ear: “Your mind is weak, your words are foolish, but your body has... po¬ 
tential. We would have strong cubs, leaders. As long as they had my good blood in them. 
There was an undertone to his statement, an ill-controlled growl of anticipation and desire, 
anger turned to lust. 

She snarled, twisted, and brought her knife, concealed in the folds of her sleeve, up 
along his jugular. She drew blood, a hairline running along his neck. 

Undeterred, Charadon flashed her a lecherous grin, and backed away from her. As he 
left the hall, his parting words were “Not yet, I see.” That lascivious dog, Mahala thought un¬ 
charitably, as her chest heaved and fell, the adrenaline pumping through her veins. 

It didn’t really matter what Charadon decided, she would be conducting her own in¬ 
vestigations anyway. At this stage, it looked like a very good idea to go away for a while. 

She closed her eyes and once again saw the figure from her dream. Handsome, but... 
effeminate, foppish, with some ridiculous roguish affectations and a thin, pointy sword that 
looked like it was only good for skewering meat. He did not seem like a warrior, let alone a 
hero or someone she could trust. But he must be important. Why else would such a figure 
haunt her sleep? 

After waiting for Charadon to lumber out and meet his henchmen, Mahala slipped 
out the back. Her mount was waiting, along with a handful of her most trusted and capable 
friends and bodyguards. One of them, a huntress named Ciciel, approached her. 

“We are ready. Did you get any more help?” 

“We will make do with what we’ve got. That man is impossible to reason with. Camu¬ 
los, he is impossible to even speak to! He tried to mate with me, again! If I could, I would 
have every Shaman who helped recall that lunatic from Camulos’s vault put to death.” 

“The elders seem to think it was good. A leader in a time of need, with so many young 
beastmen dying on failed raids...” 

“No time of need! It was sad to be weakened like that, it was dark times to be sure, but 
it was a necessary cull of the headstrong.” Mahala did not mention that occasionally the raids 
had failed on purpose. Not many people knew that, and her continued good health depended 
on her keeping it that way: “We would have emerged much more lethal and efficient after- 
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wards, but now, now... ” 

Mahala gave her stubborn horse a sharp jab in the belly, forcing him to exhale the air 
he was holding on to. Then she pulled the saddle strap tight. 

“Now this ghost from the past thinks it is a good idea to use the chaos in the dead- 
lands to raid everyone else with abandon, and hang everything else. It is folly either way—if 
they defeat him, they’re coming for us, but if the sorcerer wins, we will not escape either.” 

Mahala peered around the corner of the great hall. She could just see Charadon busily 
inspecting his beloved War Machine. It was the perfect device for Charadon, brutal and di¬ 
rect. No wonder he loved it so much. She busied herself with her own preparations. 

“Well, at least one of us has some common sense and a will to think beyond the tip of 
her sword.” 



Charadon would probably just be glad to be rid of her, so he could continue his mad 
race to drown the Doviello in blood. But she was bringing one man he was sure to miss... 

“Ciciel, is Lucien here yet?” 

Lucian 

Lucian grunted, lifted his shoulder and threw Fadious back. His axe swung just as Fadious 
was far enough away to meet the heart of its thick steel blade. It cut easily through the worn 
leather breastplate spraying the air with blood and bits of Fadious s entrails. 

The axe was a symbol of the problem with the Doviello. It was a relic of an earlier 
time, when the Doviello were capable of forging such items. Even now, at the beginning of 
the Age of Rebirth, a weapon nearly a century old was better than the crude weapons the 
Doviello used. But the other empires were relearning the knowledge of former ages, soon the 
Doviello would face armies outfitted with steel weapons and armor. And the strength of the 
Doviello would not be enough to stand against it. 

Yet here they stood, arguing with each other over the meager scraps of their frozen 
tundra. While each year the ice receded and more powerful empires moved into the lands, 
pushing the Doviello back. Instead of uniting to stand against these other armies the tribe 
leaders fought each other. Lucian hated killing Fadious, it was another senseless death that 
only weakened the Doviello but that was all the Doviello responded to. 

“Does anyone else oppose me?” 

Most dropped their eyes as Lucian looked at them. A few sided with Lucian and had 
cheered him on during the fight, but most had hoped that Lucian would die and they could 
go back to the life they knew and ignore his crazy plan to restore their power. Either way no 


233 














one stood against him. 

“Gather your weapons and as much gear as you can carry without slowing you down. 
We will hunt as we go and the land will only get less hospitable as we near Letum Frigus. 
Two weeks’ run, and then we will feast from the Illians’ larder. They will receive us as kings 
for the message we carry.” 

That is the secret of a forced march, promise the men paradise at the other end. For the 
Doviello that is a feast. Lucian only hoped his story was true. 

“We cannot breed more than the ores, or learn more than the Amurites. If we are to survive 
this age we must do so with muscle and iron. 

—on Iron Working 

Lugh the Wolf 

The clash of sword and axe echoed through the field. Seterim fell back, giving way to the 
younger man’s powerful swings. 

“Is rule of our tribe worth more than my life?” 

Lugh came on again, pleased to see his opponent was starting to shows signs of ex¬ 
haustion. His axe was again blocked by the sword, each time with a bit less resistance. 

“The tribe needs the strongest and you are weak.” 

“I am your brother.” Seterim answered, blocking another strike. Lugh’s swings were 
wide and strong, but they left him exposed to attack by the faster sword. On another man 
Seterim would have struck back, slicing through his opponent’s shoulder, side or neck but he 
found himself unable to do so against his younger brother. 

“Yes, and your time has passed. There is no loyalty in allowing you to soften us, until 
our enemies kill us all. Better that you die here and we live on without you.” 

At that Seterim struck back, slamming the flat of his swords blade against Lugh’s head 
and sending him rolling into the snow. Lugh was quick to regain his feet, axe ready for an¬ 
other attack. But Seterim only sheathed his sword. 

“If you truly believe that then take the tribe and kill me.” 

Lugh approached, wary of some sort of trick. He placed his axe blade on Seterim’s 
throat. 

“I will take the tribe,” Lugh began, “and allow you to live apart from us. Do not return 
to the lands of the Doviello. My brother died here, if I meet you again, you will be killed as 
an outsider.” 

“Now this is a metal worth dying for.” 

—on Iron Working 

War Machine 

Dentaro was not a typical Doviello. In battle he was as ferocious as the next, which earned 
him his place in the tribe, but after battle, he would not partake in the feasting, the telling of 
exaggerated stories of bravery, or even the sating of other desires with the conquered peoples. 
No, after every battle Dentaro scurried about the battlefield, picking through the 






rubble. He examined each rusty blade, axe handle, chariot wheel, bits of sturdy bone or even 
teeth. These would be placed in his pack, and deposited in his home the next time they re¬ 
turned to Doviello lands. Worse, to his kinsmen’s estimation, he would inspect any books 
they came across, reading some, discarding others. His older brother laid Dentaro flat the 
first time he caught him reading.The second time, Dentaro broke his brothers axe arm and 
knocked out three teeth, so the others left him to his eccentricity. 

Any dwarven prisoner would be questioned closely by Dentaro. Unlike his peers, he 
would not ask where their wine, weapons, or wealth were. He asked them about steam, about 
mechanics, about enchantment. 

On this continued, late into his life. The tribe’s fortunes waxed and waned, but gradu¬ 
ally the enemy pushed them back to their tundra homeland, and pressed further. Then one 



night Urslo itself was threatened in a surprise attack, by disciplined soldiers. The sounds of 
battle awakened Dentaro, and the sounds of battle continued until they were drowned out by 
an unearthly roar. Dentaro’s ramshackle house burst apart. The Doviello word for “machine” 
was invented that night, as Dentaro’s War Machine emerged. 

It falls well short of even the practical dwarves’ standards of beauty, but no one can 
deny its effectiveness. Heavy crossbows fire as it drives forward, needing only periodic reload¬ 
ing. Blades sweep side to side, and more lances lead the War Machine’s charge than a compa¬ 
ny of knights. Whether powered by magic, technology, some beasts running in circles inside, 
or an unholy combination of the three no one but Dentaro could even guess. 

The enemy at Urslo was wiped out to the man. The Doviello began to retake their 
old conquests, Dentaro at the lead. No one spoke of him as the odd one anymore, and even 
Dentaro’s older brother began to introduce himself by his relation to the old misfit. Dentaro 
himself barely noticed his increased stature. After every battle, he climbs down from the War 
Machine, and begins to pick through the carnage, taking a blade here, a chariot wheel there, 
and adding it to his sack. 

Battlemaster 

The role of Battlemasters are filled by the younger sons of families. Typically the eldest son 
received his father’s inheritance, assuming he was strong enough to keep it, and the younger 
sons were eager to join raids and battles to earn treasures to equal their brother’s inheritance. 
The best of these became Battlemasters and often far exceeded the birthright they would 
have had through inheritance. Even when raids were particularly unrewarding often the mil¬ 
itary experience was enough hat they would return and take the inheritance from their older 






brothers. 

—from “Pack of Wolves” by Dentaro 

Circle of Urd 



Doviello berserkers carry crude weapons into battle, a throwing rock bigger than a man’s head 
or a stout branch. They use these makeshift weapons because they are temporary. The first 
opponent killed became the weapon of choice. Grabbed by the ankles they would be swung 
like a meaty flail. Blood sprayed over opponents and every swing would lose more and more 
of the corpse until another was needed to replace the first. At this point in the battle the 
“weapons” were always readily available. Occasionally an opponent would be grabbed while 
still alive. The effect of being beaten by a bloody body that was screaming at you while it hap¬ 
pened is traumatizing to even the most hardened warrior. Few armies were willing to face 
them. 

—from “Pack of Wolves” by Dentaro 

Skull Catapult 

When the Doviello are winning the battle, there’s no shortage of ammo for their carcass 
flinging contraption. When they are losing... there’s still no shortage of ammo. 


Sons of Asena 

Doviello legend says that early in the Age of Winter a Hippus city was destroyed by the 
Illians. One small baby survived the slaughter and was left alone until a she-wolf passed 
through the ruins and heard the baby’s cries. She raised the human baby on her milk and he 
became the father of the Doviello civilization. The wolf’s name was Asena and Doviello axe¬ 
men are named after this legend. 

There have been many attempts by the Doviello to imply some greater lineage. Their 
stories often conflict and have little to do with actual history. This legend is no different. 

The truth is that the Doviello are the mutts of Erebus, made up of men and women 
who cast off their humanity in an attempt to survive in the Age of Ice. They were as likely 
to adopt a few members from a conquered tribe as they were to kill a few of their own each 
week in brutal infighting. As such no true lineage could ever be traced, except that only the 
strongest and most violent would remain among their ranks for more than a few days. 

—from “Pack of Wolves” by Dentaro 


Verdandi 

The Verdandi impressed even their enemies. They tried to sack Cahir Abbey twice. Though 
both attacks were repelled once peace was reestablished the Elohim were so impressed that 
they hired the Verdandi to serve as an elite honor guard for their royalty. These giants looked 
unusual trotting beside the elegant carriages of the Elohim, but there was no doubting their 
effectiveness. Not only were no assassinations attempted while the Verdandi were in service, 
but diplomacy and trade negotiations were reported to be more successful when a few hulk- 
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ing Verdandi were standing watch over the proceedings. 

—from “Pack of Wolves” by Dentaro 

Bear Totem 

Sacred writings and carved marble may be the symbols of culture and art for other civiliza¬ 
tions. But for the Doviello, it is the dismembered heads of bears on giant sticks. 

See Also 

Javelin Thrower 

Chao a Magic 

Chaos Marauder 

“What does it do?” 

“It... Marauds things. Chaotically.” 

“You don’t know, do you?” 

“Look, it says in the book, cast—then demand—then run.” 

“But you cast, then ran, and now, demanding. 

“Right. Do YOU want to go back and tell it what to do?” 

“It looks mad.” 

“No, it looks chaotic, go talk to it. Tell it we need it to sack a city.” 

—Kuriotate adepts and brothers Lars and Kobe Lort before the sacking of a Calabim strong¬ 
hold and two Kuriotates settlements 

Dance of Blades 

The enemy was almost upon us, and nobody in the camp was prepared. Our scouts had failed 
us, and we would be set upon in moments. Soldiers grabbed up their weapons in frantic prep¬ 
aration. Yet in the midst of all this the adept sent to assist us was strangely passive. He sim¬ 
ply stood in the center of the camp, and started whistling... an eerie tune, with an unearthly 
melody. I took him for mad, but then the sound intensified, becoming louder then a human 
could possibly produce. In the next moment, a strange impulse came upon me, drawing me 
forward to meet the enemy charge. All around, I could see my allies, scattered about at ran¬ 
dom. .. but then both sides met... and something strange happened. Although our forces 
held no discernable line, each man was somehow in position to repel the enemy’s first strike. 
Despite our total confusion, and the lack of any kind of preparation or planning, not a single 
enemy soldier entered the camp. Throughout this all, that haunting melody continued, and 
the battle seemed to mimic the strange rhythms of the tune. 

The moment passed, and the song faded, but by the time it did, every one of our men 
was on his feet and fighting, and the whole of the enemy’s first wave lay dead or dying. 

—Excerpt from the Diary of Anton Sandor, of the 3rd Infantry Legion 
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Mutation 

“My lady... the results of your experiment. Nearly all of them... twisted beyond comprehen¬ 
sion...” 



“Those who weren’t cut out for this shouldn’t have volunteered,” the voice of the priest¬ 
ess was as harsh and merciless as the young man’s was quivering. “The ones who perish here 
wouldn’t have survived combat anyway.” 

The men and the women who’d volunteered lay prone on the open field, all covered 
by monstrous deformities. One seemed to have had all the blood sucked out of him, another 
man’s testicles had grown so huge they had crushed his toes under their weight. The priestess 
was walking among them, inspecting each before moving on. Clearly, it seemed, one of the 
ones who wasn’t cut out for it was the aide she’d been assigned. 

“But my lady,” he tried one more time, flinching away his gaze from the man whose 
bowels had exploded rather violently out of his stomach, “There wasn’t anything wrong with 
these troops, that’s why you chose them... they would have made excellent soldiers had 
not...” 

“And you would make an excellent drown if you did not shut up,” the priestess replied 
coldly, finally quieting the aide. She stopped in front of one of her test subjects, pausing to 
take a closer look. The elven woman had been pretty once, but no stretch of the imagination 
would let you use that word of her anymore. Any fat she might have had was muscle now, 
and all the muscle she had was grown large enough to stretch and tear away the skin that had 
once covered it. Her eyes were bulging out of her head, the expanding tissue having forced 
them out of their sockets—but despite everything, she eyed the priestess with an air of wary 
satisfaction. 

“I think this... is exactly what we need,” for the first time today, a smile slowly ap¬ 
peared on the priestess’s lips. Her eyes glowing, she turned to the aide, joyous laughter in her 
voice. “I knew the Overlords would not forsake us! They have gifted some of us inhuman 
strength, enough to take down all of our foes. Find the others who look like this, they’re the 
ones we want.” 

“And... the others?” the man slowly asked. 

“The others? Oh,” the priestess shrugged, having entirely forgotten about the failures 
already, “I don’t think they can be made into drown anymore, can they? It really doesn’t mat¬ 
ter, do what you want with them.” She turned away from the aide, smiling and looking at the 
elven woman with love and adoration in her eyes. 

“You are so pretty that way, my dear. I’m so glad you made it.” 


Wonder 

Saungrin’s tent was set well away from the rest of the army. When it was set it had been 
among the fires, bedrolls, and wagons of the rest of the army. But during the night they had 
moved away from the archmage, leaving a barren ring of grass at least 300 yards in every di¬ 
rection from where he slept. 

Horns echoed through the camp just after dawn, they were under attack. Hippus 
horsemen charged toward them, up the hill and into the Lanun’s hasty fortifications. They 
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f were as nimble on horseback as an acrobat, and defiantly danced around spears, hails of ar- 
1 rows, and shallow holes the men called hoof catchers. 

A line of horsemen broke and charged toward Saungrin and the Lanun began to flee 
in large numbers. The Hippus cheered and assumed Saungrin was some sort of general to 
have his tent in such a prominent position. They charged across the empty grass to claim his 
head and complete their victory. 

Saungrin squinted, his glasses were in one of his many pockets but he had been fum¬ 
bling for them since he woke up without any luck. Giving up his search he commanded a 
nearby barrel to guard him while he cast. The barrel ignored him. 

For Saungrin magic was the breath of the gods. In the moment of casting he felt un¬ 
hindered by his body, and connected with every part of creation. He could feel the power of 
a nearby river winding its way toward the ocean, the steady pulse of the ground beneath him, 
the sweat, blood and emotion of the riders coming at him. All of this lay easily within his 
hand, as if he could reach in and change any aspect. 

But he didn’t try to control any of it, each aspect was unleashed and their power 
writhed and twisted through his body. Just as the horsemen bore down on him it leapt out, 
rippling across the ground in blue waves and remaking everything. 

When the Lanun soldiers returned to the camp Saungrin sat alone outside his tent. The camp 
was in ruin and the horsemen’s corpses were scattered through the camp. A pack of squat an¬ 
imals that looked like a mix between pelicans and gophers picked through the remains, leav¬ 
ing the soldiers wondering if the knee high birds were somehow capable of destroying the 
army. 

“What need have we for gods when we have you.” Jevin said as he walked toward the 
archmage. 

“Men have faith in the gods, I seem to get precious little from your men. Or am I to 
believe that they were running from the prepuce coddlers?” 

Jevin stayed quiet. For some reason there was a bakery, complete with a confused Ku- 
riotate baker, in the center of the camp. The soldiers were already checking it out but appar¬ 
ently during the battle a wraith had risen from the ground and taken all the muffins. 

“The men fear you, and love you. But to have faith in you would be an insult, a testa¬ 
ment to predictability and boredom. You are to great a player for that.” 

“Perhaps,” Saungrin let Jevin’s excuse go. “But Captain, I would like that soldier jailed 
for ignoring my order.” 

“Of course.’’Jevin agreed, and Saungrin disappeared back into his tent leaving Jevin 
standing alone with the barrel the archmage had pointed at. 
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c7)eroru, Ancieb of tRdcjo 



The chaos is ended. The vault of Aeron is formed to train demons in all the skills they will 
need on Erebus. It could be thought of as a great academy, but its closer to say that it is a 
great temple. Demons learn to fight, lie, and channel power. They learn the great deceptions, 
and to subjugate themselves to their superiors. Through this training they become a part of 
the infernal hierarchy. Priests as well as warriors, commanders and soldiers. 

Many demons are tasked with missions in Erebus as part of this training. Imps are stu¬ 
dents early in their training. Many of the intelligent demons in Erebus are just in a stage of 
their training here. Those that have passed beyond this vault are the most rare and powerful 
of processed souls, demonic lords and princes. 

Occasionally particularly vile petitioners (priests of the veil, etc) will skip all the earlier 
stages and start here in Aeron’s vault ready for training. 











Odio 

See Odio’s Prison 

CdlcLbim 

The Age of Ice almost spelt the end of the vampires. When the vast sheets spread over the 
once-fertile land, their main source of food, humanity, started to become scarce and ever 
more concentrated in small tribes. Fearing a fate worse than death, the shadowy almost-death 
of a vampire deprived of fresh nourishment for centuries, most vampires tried to cling to the 
ever-shrinking communities of survivors. A lone vampire trapped in a small group of people 
quickly switches from hunter to prey. One by one, the vampires were dispatched to the after¬ 
life. 

Of those few vampires who escaped the hunters, most took to a feral existence, living 
off whatever inferior blood they could scavenge in the wild, preying off the occasional human 
unfortunate enough to be caught alone. But some wise few realized that the only path to sur¬ 
vival lay in making the natural transition from parasite to master. 

Lead by the ancient siblings Alexis and Flauros, a small group of surviving vampires 
“adopted” a rag-tag tribe of humans. Using their powers as immortals, unaffected by cold, or 
exhaustion, gifted with incredible vision and speed, they made sure the tribe had plenty of 
food. And all they asked in return was an endless, expendable resource: A few drops of blood. 
But a vampire’s powers are not restricted to supernatural senses and strength—their great 
power is in the mind. 

Slowly but surely, using their natural powers of guile and persuasion, and dangling the 
“Dark Gift” as bait to lure the best and strongest humans into helping them, the vampires 
wormed their way to the top of their little society. Few wished to oppose them, and risk los¬ 
ing their valuable hunting skills. Those who did had accidents, or simply disappeared. 

When the humans finally realized what was happening, it was too late. They were 
trapped in a hellish situation, little more than cattle for a growing class of parasitic nobility, 
and they had been trapped there of their own free will. 

Now, Flauros and Alexis are the Grand Prince and Princess of a depraved and hopeless 
society of bloodpets and slaves, controlled by the Grand Broods, the vampire families that 
rule each city as their own personal estate farms, living in decadent luxury, and sating their 
lust for blood at will. The Calabim are the apex of vampire evolution, an abomination that is 
the natural enemy of all holy nations. 

Alexis 

Adopted daughter of Os-Gabella and elder sister of Flauros, Alexis is the queen and first of 
the vampires. Raised by an immortal mother, she was faced with her own mortality and un¬ 
willing to accept that she would be the first in the Bair of Lacuna to die. To get her over her 
fear of death, Os-Gabella took her to the crude villages of early men and showed her how 
they lived and died. Wishing to examine this death more closely, Alexis came to the village at 
night and killed a shepherd. 








The shepherd’s death didn’t answer her questions: she saw no spirit leaving his body 
and his body grew cool, but if his life went anywhere she couldn’t see the change. Alexis had 
access to the teaching of Ceridwen, who had built the Bair of Lacuna and had surrounded it 
in runes that keep the unwelcome from entering it from other planes, and those imprisoned 
within it from leaving through the same means. These last runes Alexis used at the site of her 
second killing, a young acolyte of Lugus named Lanthis. 

Lanthis lay dying but unable to die within Alexis’s ring of runes, his spirit unable to 
escape to the vault. Cut and battered within the circle, Lanthis writhed in agony while Alexis 
watched. When she tired of watching, Alexis stepped into the circle and allowed Lanthis’s 
spirit an escape, into her. To transition the spirit she touched him, kissing him on his blood 
soaked forehead. At that moment, at that taste of blood, the first vampire was born. Alexis 
didn’t become possessed by the spirit, she consumed it and her mortal life was extended be¬ 
cause of it. 

Over the next few centuries, she shared the secret with her brother and they parted 
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from their immortal mother and began hunting men in a variety of guises. One life could ex¬ 
tend their own for 20 to 30 years so they didn’t hunt often but they were a legendary threat 
to men from creation. 

“What do I keep in the pot? The hearts of those that love me.” 

—on Pottery 

Flauros 

“Do you have a name?” the Chamberlain asked her. He had the signs of nobility: the dull yel¬ 
low eyes, the pale complexion, and most of all, the perpetual sneer. She held back a shudder. 

“Taerry, sir,” the young lady murmured. 

“Listen close, girl. Don’t give him your name unless he asks. Don’t call him anything 
but My Lord or Master. And if you ever want to see your family again, do everything he asks. 
Are we clear?” 

“Yes sir,” she replied, and the Chamberlain turned away without another glance at her, 
shutting the door as he did. Taerry allowed herself a few furtive glances around the bedroom 
as she sat on the very corner of the bed. It was filled with extravagances she didn’t even know 
existed. She noticed silk sheets and curtains, tapestries centuries old and still vibrant, furni¬ 
ture carved from ancient fir trees imported from half the world away, and a tall mirror coated 
in pristine silver. Taerry knew she was out of place as she looked at herself in the mirror, hud¬ 
dled small and dirty in her wool gown. 

The door opened suddenly, drawing her attention sharply to him. He made the rest 
of the room seem as ordinary as the dirt on her boots. He was handsome in a way she had 
never seen before in the weary folk of her village or the arrogant nobles that lorded it over 
them. With piercing eyes and a tall, sleek frame, he looked like he stepped out of an earlier 
time, when men were one step removed from the gods themselves. And he carried himself 
the same way, with an air that simply acknowledged the rest of the world as belonging to him 
with no need to prove it. 

Taerry felt all the smaller when he stood facing down at her. “Hello child. Don’t be 
afraid,” he said. “I’m sure you have heard all sorts of stories about me.” 

“No, milord.” 

He smiled. “I saw you working in the field, my dear, and asked for you to be brought 
here. Living in the castle, as I do, can be very isolating. It is not good for a ruler to forget 
what his people are like. What’s your name?” 

“Taerry, milord.” 

“And have you a family, Taerry?” he asked, putting a hand on her shoulder. She started 
involuntarily at his touch, and his eyes narrowed sharply. “I asked you not to be afraid, Taer¬ 
ry.” 

“Milord, I’m not, it’s just... I’ve not been with a man alone before. Since mother died 
and my father sent the suitors away so I could help the little ones, I mean.” 

He grasped her other shoulder now, forcing her to look him in the eyes. “Ah, Taerry, 
relax. Forget about that now. You don’t need to worry about suitors or your parents any more.” 

She wanted to protest, but she saw the menace in her eyes. “Yes, Milord.” 
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der, imagining that she was not being taken in this King s bedroom, but rather in her own 
humble, flee-ridden bed, and that this man was not her King, taking royal prerogative, but 
her husband— 


She let out a sharp gasp of pain. “Master, stop!” The pain in her neck intensified and 
she felt her blood pour down her neck. She cried again, thrashing around, desperate to get 
away. The man gave no response to her plea for mercy. At last she fell silent, and the world 
faded to black around her. 

The Chamberlain met him as he open the door to his bedroom, clad in a silk robe. On the 
bed behind him lay a young girl, her skin drained of all color, lying in a puddle of blood. 
Flauros wiped his mouth. 

“Is she still alive, Milord?” asked the Chamberlain greedily. 

“As much as she ever was. Do with it as you will.” 
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Alexis noted his unkempt appearance with a sneer as he walked into the throne room 
and slouched into his throne. “Must you play with your food, brother?” 

“Alexis, if you are around until the end of world, you won’t have lived a day in your life 
with that attitude. Food is to be savored, and there is no flavor quite as exquisite as a maiden 
with that heady mix of emotions as she’s plucked. So did I miss the Kuriotate ambassador?” 

“Yes, just. He offered peace, naturally.” 

“And you sent him home with a ‘no’?” 

“I’m sure the baby King will deduce the answer when his ambassador fails to return. I’d 
never dream of wasting the food, even if it smells like horse.” 

“See, sister dear? I have my games, and you have yours.” 

See Also 

Pillar of Chains 

Losha Valas 

Three generals sat in the antechamber, awaiting their summons to the throne room. One, a 
battle-hardened veteran, sat cold and stoic while the second man, younger and newer to his 
position, fidgeted nervously. The woman yawned and gazed out the window. Soon the doors 
opened and they were ushered in and arrayed themselves before the dual thrones. The guards 
left, leaving the three alone with Alexis and Flauros. 

Alexis arose at once, walking swiftly towards them. “You three were ordered to hold 
our new settlement of Pavu’nar! Yet before you even returned to me, like beaten dogs, my 
scouts have informed me that our city is ruined! Tell me what happened and why I shouldn’t 
consume—why I shouldn’t have you killed.” 

“Sheol, your report first,” Flauros interjected. He still slouched on his throne but his 
gaze narrowed upon the younger man. 

“Yes Master, Mistress. We... on Perdion’s orders we split our command into three upon 
reaching the town. I took charge of the hunters. We headed for the hills and forests, find¬ 
ing the enemy well before they neared Pavu’nar. My, um, I broke my units into small groups 
to harass the enemy as they marched, and dispatched the scouts with information on their 
numbers and makeup back to Losha and Perdion. I continued to pick off the enemy through 
the month as they laid siege to the town. Then, the gates of the town opened! I had not force 
enough to beat the enemy, Masters... I must report that it was Losha and Perdion that failed 
you.” 

“You all failed, fool,” Alexis snarled. She stomped back to her throne and sat, withering 
Sheol with her glare. 

“Perdion, pray continue the tale,” Flauros said. 

“It is as Sheol said, Masters, though I must place the blame squarely on Losha’s shoul¬ 
ders. I took the shock troops and left her the archers and the settlers to arrange defense of the 
town. She should easily have been able to hold out all season, though the number of the ene¬ 
my turned out to be larger than we expected. I returned to nearby Acaia to gather more forc¬ 
es, and was on my way back when I received the news the settlement had been razed. I left 
my men garrisoned there and returned when summoned. So clearly Losha cost us the battle,” 
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my turned out to be larger than we expected. I returned to nearby Acaia to gather more forc¬ 
es, and was on my way back when I received the news the settlement had been razed. I left 
my men garrisoned there and returned when summoned. So clearly Losha cost us the battle,” 
the general finished, stepping back and bowing his head. 

Flauros smiled. “Losha, it appears as I have often told my sister: the weaker sex lacks 
judgment as well as strength. But please, tell your story, and we shall see.” 

Losha calmly began. “It is as they say, my prince and princess, though they underesti¬ 
mate the numbers of your foes. They had many times the number we set out with. In a battle 
we might have taken them, but the deaths of our troops would have been a great loss. So I 
decided that the loss of the settlers was preferable to battle.” 

“How dare you! You were ordered to hold the settlement!” 

“My Mistress, I have the orders here with me. It says, ‘stop the invading army when 
they reach our town of Pavu’nar.’That is what I did.” 

“Losha, you just said that you lost the settlers.” 

“Oh did I forget to mention? Before I abandoned the town—and its annoying inhabit¬ 
ants—to the enemy, I poisoned the food stores, and the wine, and the water.” 

Alexis blinked; Flauros sat upright in his throne. “Sheol, Perdion, you may leave, your 
orders will be forthcoming. Losha, stay.”The young man skittered out, and the older man fol¬ 
lowed, but not before giving Losha a cruel smile. 

“So have I angered my Masters?” Losha asked. 

“Dear Losha,” Alexis said with a smile, “you have redeemed yourself utterly. Come, we 
have a gift for you.” 
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Vampire 

Every vampire on Erebus can trace their lineage to Alexis or Flauros, the first vampires born 
in ages past. Some of the first to receive the gift from them live on to the present, ruling clans 
and cities, and keeping their offspring’ in check. Spoiled and accustomed to power, life under 
the rulership of a vampire is a harsh existence, with the perpetual dread of being ‘invited’to 
a feast. Humans ruled by vampires in the Age of Rebirth responded one of two ways: with 
resigned depression, or fanatical devotion, joining the ranks of the Moroi in order to prove 
themselves worthy of the gift. Though relatively few have their wishes so granted, those who 
do frequently turn their backs on their human lives, becoming as cruel and decadent as the 
masters they serve. They delight in darker magics and in relish combat, though only when the 
odds are wildly in their favor do most vampires consider joining the melee. 

Feast 

Awaken to darkness, arise from the earth, 

One vampire’s bite brings another one’s birth. 

A vampire wakes with a passionate need 
To hunt those alive to capture and feed 
He stalks in the night like a primitive beast, 

And what once was alive will soon be deceased. 

So when the sunlight disappears from the sky, 

Watch well the shadows if you don’t want to die.” 

—Victoria Boatwright 

Feed 

Writhing bodies clad in black 
Flow past me as I stare. 

Like beacons on a stormy sea 
The lights around them flare. 

Leather, velvet, metal, lace— 

These ornaments they don, 

Yet their necks remain unclothed 
For me to gaze upon. 

Swirling through the smoke-filled air, 

The music lifts their soul. 

Succumbing to this sonic drug, 

Their minds have lost control. 

I pull my cloak in close to me 
And drift into the crowd. 






I search each ghoulish painted face 
As death looms like a cloud. 

My angel’s face appears to me 
Amidst the swaying mass. 

I glide to her through sound and haze, 
Ignoring those I pass. 

My eyes fixate upon her skin— 

So smooth, so soft, so white... 

Her naked arms flail wildly. 

She waltzes with the night. 

I reach out, and I touch her hair 
Which has fallen in her eyes. 

She sees me for the first time now 
And jumps back in surprise. 

I grasp her hand and pull her near. 
She’s powerless to my touch. 

I feel her warmth flow into me. 

I want her blood so much. 

But I can bring no harm to her, 
Despite my deadly urge. 

As I stand there with my love, 

My heaven and hell converge. 

I cannot make her who I am 
To live eternally, 

Feeding off the innocent 
As they die painfully. 

And so I share a final dance 
With her before I go. 

I kiss her lips once, turn away, 

And let my hunger grow. 



Bloodpet 


Bloodpets fit into the Calabim human social ladder somewhere between the oppressed peas¬ 
ant and the favored Moroi. They are kept around the vampiric governors to do all sorts of 
menial tasks, not the least of which is to serve as cannon fodder. Due to their closer associa- 
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tion with the ruling class they are spared the feasting of their peers, but are the first ones to 
be fed on in a pinch. 

Moroi 

Fed on the blood of vampires, the Moroi are capable of achieving great bursts of strength. 

Brujah 

Vampires don’t tend to shy away from brutality, but most prefer manipulation and petty cru¬ 
elty to outright savagery. Not the Brujah, however. After leading enough battles, the veneer 
of civilization that the Calabim have adopted as a survival scheme since the Age of Ice crum¬ 
bles away. They revel in the carnage of battle, even risking their immortal lives against odd in 
which vampire lords would be content to send in fodder after fodder. Their results are hard to 
argue with, however. 

Vampire Lord 

All vampires have unnaturally long lifespans, but the vampire lords have learned to cheat 
death itself. Whether through massive feasting or some more arcane ritual, the body of a 
vampire lord is recreated upon destruction. Some spend their stolen years further honing 
their martial prowess, but many, having experienced everything else in life, study forbidden 
knowledge, learning to cast advanced death and body spells without mana. A few take the fi¬ 
nal step towards immortality, and become a lich. 

I’>ody Magic 

Graft Flesh 

Properties that avail a small benefit alone can often yield a fantastic increase when in concert 
with certain other properties. Nature, while inventive, lacks true imagination in this regard, 
but to an... Unencumbered mind, the possibilities are intriguing. A tiger’s teeth give a last- 
ditch weapon, a hawk’s eyes enhance an archer, and a bear’s strength and fur could give any 
soldier an advantage over the northern savages. 

Furthermore, with the proper supplication to our masters, the problem of unwilling 
subjects is easily overcome... 

—From High Priest Nyarlat Hotep’s “Musings on Perfection” 

Flesh Golem 

It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils. With an 
anxiety that almost amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life around me, that I 
might infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It was already one in 
the morning; the rain pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt 
out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the 
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creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its limbs. 

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch 
whom with such infinite pains and care I had endeavored to form? His limbs were in pro¬ 
portion, and I had selected his features as beautiful. Beautiful!—Great God! His yellow skin 
scarcely covered the work of muscles and arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, 
and flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these luxuriances only formed a more horrid 
contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same color as the dun white sockets 
in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black lips. 

—V.F. 



Werewolves 

See Also 

Gilden Silveric, Talia Gosam 

Baron Duin Halfmorn 

Duin was a fearsome warlord during the Age of Magic. He hosted lavish banquets after his 
victories, where he and his generals feasted on the bodies of the captured opponents. His 
generals’ ambition grew to match his own and they turned on him in a bloody civil war. Duin 
won the war but lost his empire; in the end, he sat alone, feasting on his generals’bodies. 

Like all mortals, even the horrific Duin passed away, but he would not be allowed to 
sleep forever. In time of dire need, desperate mages performed rites to bring back the greatest, 
most feared general of history. But it was not without price: the gods knew of Duin’s charac¬ 
ter, and would not suffer him to be raised back to life without an appropriate form. 

Werewolves had not been seen in the world since the Age of Ice. Hardly possessed 
with the same mental faculties as vampires, the werewolves truly were hunted to extinction by 
the human survivors. But in Duin Halfmorn, these dark creatures will witness a terrible re¬ 
birth, and the free peoples would do right to tremble in fear. 
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Hat i 

Hati dreamed of her mother. Her mother had stroked her fur and told her how special she 
was, though she looked at her in pity. Told her of her two fathers: the one, a simple farmer 
and her mother’s husband; the second, a stranger, last of an aristocratic line with a terrible se¬ 
cret. 

While Hati was growing in the womb of her mother, she had been infected with Ly- 
canthropy. Her mother, the last werewolf, could change forms at will, but Hati was from birth 
onward wrapped in the skin of the wolf. Human society was closed to them, but the disease 
brought gifts as well as curses, and mother and daughter tracked prey effortlessly through the 
snow, everyday a feast in the midst of famine. 

Late in the Age of Ice, Hati hunts alone, any link to humanity severed by the death of 
her mother. 
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This is the conclusion. Agares takes little interest in the powerful figures that make their 
home in the mutable surface of his world. From the runs of Nyx the demon princes raise dark 
palaces and lay claim to their own small fiefdoms. There is little beyond this, the demons are 
drawn to it because of their affinity to Agares but few remain here long. Instead they begin 
their plots on Erebus or join the ranks of a god that appeals to them. In time their fiefdoms 
vanish and their palaces fade back to dust. 

Bhall lays burning in this realm and her corrupted angels with her. It is at the edge of 
her influence that the most demonic activity happens. As was never true before her fall the 
demonic denizens of this realm have begun to act together, impassioned by her presence they 
now delight in their schemes and have taken a much greater interest in creation. Cabals have 
formed and even Hyborem seeks to challenge Erebus itself. 











Tryferndl 

What could be worse than hell? The domain of a fallen god, whispers of it are found in every 
religion. 

“The wicked shall face their eternal punishment in hell,” says the Confessor. 

“Its fires burn hotter than any forge, and the foolish burn away like fool’s gold,” the 
Stonewarden warns. 

“The hottest days of summer do not compare,” intones the Priests of Leaves, “and there 
is no rebirth for those defilers exiled there.” 

The Cultists babble, “In the fire or in the void, your masters cannot speak to you, nor 
you to them; shun the realm of the fallen sun, and falter not in your labors for your lords, or 
you shall be so banished!” 

And in the rituals of the Ashen Veil lie these words: “From the fires of the pit, come 
our secrets, but we acknowledge we are supplicants, and offer the price you seek. We come to 
bargain, not command, oh Lords of the darkness and eternal fires. For this presumption, take 
not our souls, take those of our foes.” 

But the truth is much worse. Hell is an attack on every aspect of the souls that dwell 
within it. An excruciating forge built to transform the weak and broken into physical mani¬ 
festations of Agares’s hate. In life a man may consider an act unthinkable, but through the 
slow manipulations of hell that act will become acceptable and then enjoyable. Many spend 
eternity in this slow grind, hating those above them and crushing those below them. 

Hyborem was not so easily satisfied, he thirsted for new challenges. With the covert 
assistance of Agares, the walls of creation were weakened imperceptibly by rituals learned by 
the Ashen Veil. Hell, always existing alongside the infinite plane where mortals dwelt, was 
given brief, tortured access. Hyborem took his servants and set out at once. 

They are forced to carve a city from the dirt with their own claws when this reality re¬ 
fuses to submit to their will. But that will is strengthened by Hyborem’s demonic desires, and 
his underlings abject fear of him. Hot tempered and impatient, he is nonetheless cunning and 
willing to watch the kingdoms of men, even to learn from them how to operate in this realm, 
until his goals are fulfilled and he can bring as many mortals into hell to torment for eternity. 


Hyborem 

Lo! Death has reared himself a throne 
In a strange city lying alone 
Far down within the dim West, 

Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best 
Have gone to their eternal rest. 

There shrines and palaces and towers 
(Time-eaten towers that tremble not!) 

Resemble nothing that is ours. 

Around, by lifting winds forgot, 

Resignedly beneath the sky 
The melancholy waters lie. 
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No rays from the holy heaven come down 
On the long night-time of that town; 

But light from out the lurid sea 
Streams up the turrets silently— 

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free— 
Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls— 
Up fanes—up Babylon-like walls— 

Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers 
Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers— 

Up many and many a marvellous shrine 
Whose wreathed friezes intertwine 
The viol, the violet, and the vine. 
Resignedly beneath the sky 
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The melancholy waters lie. 

So blend the turrets and shadows there 
That all seem pendulous in air, 

While from a proud tower in the town 
Death looks gigantically down. 

There open fanes and gaping graves 
Yawn level with the luminous waves; 

But not the riches there that lie 
In each idol’s diamond eye— 

Not the gaily-jewelled dead 
Tempt the waters from their bed; 

For no ripples curl, alas! 

Along that wilderness of glass— 

No swellings tell that winds may be 
Upon some far-off happier sea— 

No heavings hint that winds have been 
On seas less hideously serene. 

But lo, a stir is in the air! 

The wave—there is a movement there! 

As if the towers had thrust aside, 

In slightly sinking, the dull tide— 

As if their tops had feebly given 
A void within the filmy Heaven. 

The waves have now a redder glow— 

The hours are breathing faint and low— 

And when, amid no earthly moans, 

Down, down that town shall settle hence, 

Hell, rising from a thousand thrones, 

Shall do it reverence. 

—e.a.p. 

Death Knight 

Death knights are a grotesque mockery of their living counterparts. Knights are resplendent 
in shinning armor, carry brilliant banners, and their chivalrous hearts show no fear on the 
battlefields. Death knights leave a trail of walking dead and virulent disease, and show no pity 
in rending innocents limb from limb. Some say death knights can only be created from the 
spirit of a knight who has broken his vows of fealty, but many knights secretly fear that the 
Infernals have a way of dragging even the noblest spirit into hell to serve as their vassals. This 
fear prompts piety on a level royal decree would fail to reach, and rare is a knight who doesn’t 
seek out a blessing from any passing priest. 






Hellhound 

There are parts of hell unclaimed by anyone. These unformed wastes are known as the Shal¬ 
lows and lamenting souls seek them out to hide from the unending torments of hell. De¬ 
mons, with a few hell hounds in tow hunt them, gathering these souls and trading them to 
the lords of hell for various pleasures. The hound’s keen nose can detect the fear or sorrow 
of a soul days after it has passed. The only way to avoid them is to remain calm and without 
emotion. A difficult task in hell, especially when the hound’s baleful howls can be heard com¬ 
ing for you. 

Hunting Demon 

Here is the savage hunger of the hellhound brought to bear under the guidance of a cun¬ 
ning Infernal hunting demon. All the mortal realm is wilderness to the Infernal. They seek to 
dominate the world of men, but merely existing in it is disquieting to them even after all this 
time. Perhaps it is the sense that something is not quite wrong, or the fact that the fabric of 
existence was written with more laws than survival of the most brutal. Either way, most In¬ 
fernal direct their efforts to capturing souls before returning to Hell, and the hunting demons 
are employed to great effect towards that end. They specialize in sniffing out children lost in 
the woods, pilgrims taking a wrong turn, or prophets meditating in the wilderness. 

Imp 

Onsir Ellis, strangled to death during a barroom brawl. His wife entered the bar an hour be¬ 
fore and begged him to come home, but he hit her and she left crying. 

Perris Loon, fell from the rafters of a temple while trying to break in. He lay on the 
temple floor, back broken and blamed the carved angels looking down at him for his situa¬ 
tion. 

Adian Mor, a lonely man with dark impulses. He attempted to contain his desires by 
limiting his exposure to other people, and staying at the edges of the small village he lived 
in. When that wasn’t enough he would capture an animal, usually a cat or stray farm dog, 
to satiate his desires for a while. He imagined the greatest of his perversions acted out on a 
wolf that also lurked at the edges of the village. When Adian captured the wolf he took it to 
his basement, a place of torment. The wolf broke free of its restraints and the two predators 
fought. The wolf was more merciful than Adian was and it killed him quickly. 

Twilla Margelin, successful merchant and landowner. His is the largest mausoleum in 
Girona. He died by choking on what he thought was the finest imported veal, and was actu¬ 
ally just tenderized beef from the local stockyards. 

But the Infernals don’t care for history or culture, and nothing causes a refocus from 
the trivialities of life to the eternal war better than the flames of hell. Now they are alike, 
hateful legions consumed only by the desire to inflict pain on the living. 






Manes 

All paths of depravity end at the same place, the soul’s rebirth as the least of demons, manes. 
A state so unbearable the entire infernal army pushes themselves onward based solely on the 
fear of being demoted back to this squalid position. In hell manes are marked by the sins of 
their life, the amorphous forms of the gluttonous, splintered bones breaking through the skin 
of the hateful, the larval bodies of the greedy. But in Erebus manes are granted a form that 
allows them to become workers, citizens of a cruel hierarchy. 

Sect of Flies 

Ignoring the mortals’ need for armor-smashing maces, the Infernals developed a method of 
infusing iron with the souls of powerful mages, damned in their pursuit of power. A strike 
from a demon so equipped will leave a festering wound, passing though metal armor as if it 
weren’t there. The aftermath of a battle with these twisted warriors leaves a stench on the bat¬ 
tle field like no other, attracting flies to the wounds of agonizing warriors. 

Hyborem’s Whisper 

Ethne tossed in her sleep. She was haunted with visions of wicked step-sisters, Sidney in her 
blue and yellow dress, Dain, and a dinner table that extended into darkness. Tomorrow she 
would have to decide if she was going to commit her people to a war against the Infernal that 
many would never return from. If she didn’t the Infernals would crush the Amurites, who 
were already on the verge of collapse. But if she joined the war it would escalate further and 
even more would die. 

In her dream Hyborem sat at the end of the dinner table. 

“Your logic guides you to one decision, and your morality to another.” Hyborem stated. 
“Yes.” Ethne found herself unable to lie to the Lord of the Balors. 

“Morality is an illusion, a dream without reason. It is the shifting wind.”There was no 
trace of magical persuasion in Hyborem’s voice and Ethne was free to respond as she wanted. 

“A queen must be more than an accountant emotionlessly weighing one option against 
each other. Morality sets our goals, logic tells us how to achieve them.” 

Hyborem smiled, though it was empty of emotion. 

“Imagine that you stand on your palace wall...” 

As Hyborem spoke Ethne could see the city surrounding her palace. It was a quiet au¬ 
tumn night and the city was lit by occasional lanterns and moonlight. Then guard bells rang 
out. Ethne could see men running along the street. Five ran along the palace walls seeking 
the security of the palace gate. Another man ran off into the city. 

Guards along the palace walls starting shouting warnings and a werewolf lumbered out 
of the shadows, chasing after the group of five men. The five men rushed through the palace 
gate and the men called for Ethne’s order, if they should drop the gate portcullis or not. 

“If you close the portcullis,” Hyborem’s voice cut through the scene, “the five will live, 
but the werewolf will turn on the single man running into the city and kill him. You save five 
men, but you doom another. What is the morale thing to do?” 
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“I would drop the portcullis and save the five men,” Ethne answered. As she did she 
saw the scene play out. The werewolf turned and cut down the single man before fleeing the 
city. 

The scene changed, once again Ethne stood on the palace wall, and once again the 
guard bells started ringing. Five men ran along the palace wall, but there was no man running 
into the city. Instead a man stood beside her on the wall, watching the attack below. 

This time the werewolf was closer, the five men wouldn’t be able to reach the palace 
gate in time. 

Hyborem’s voice cut in again, “Again five men will die if you do nothing. Again you 
can save them by sacrificing one man. But this time you must push that man off the palace 
wall. If you push him he will fall in front of the werewolf, who will stop to kill him, giving 
the five men enough time to get into the palace. What is the morale thing to do?” 

“I would not push the man off the castle wall.” Ethne said confused. 

“This is the illusion of morality,” Hyborem said as the scene faded back to the room 
with the table between them, “In both cases you have the same options, but you make differ¬ 
ent decisions in the name of morality. If you want to stand against the Infernal do it because 
it will save the most lives, it will increase your power, you will gain the treasures of hell. But 
do not allow your throne to be ruled by the wind.” 

Ethne awoke, it was dawn and her meeting with the Amurite diplomats was a few 
hours away. She didn’t feel like she had gotten any sleep at all, and the day was only going to 
get worse. 

The Ashen Veil 

Mages spent weeks in meditation, exploring the farthest reaches of the ethereal world. The 
demands of the body were ignored, and they survived sustained only by magic. Their efforts 
were rewarded, a sentience was contacted, dark and horrible. It whispered secrets into the 
mages’ minds, secrets of necromancy, diseases, sacrificial rites. It promised power in exchange 
for their blood, and they freely gave it. 


Infernal Pact 

I pledge my body, to gain your strength; I pledge my mind, to gain your insight; I pledge my 
heart, to gain your devotion; I pledge my soul, to gain your obedience. 

—The Grimoire of Summoning, Second Ritual 


Infernal Grimoire 

Archmage Hairen Carashnel, God-King of the Holy City of Shard, screamed out in pain. 
What he had given his demonic masters was not enough, not sufficient, and they were taking 
it out on him. He felt fire coursing through his veins, pain and agony filled his body. Stum¬ 
bling to the window of his tower, he pulled out the ceremonial dagger in his belt and thrust it 
into the middle of his palm. He screamed out again, not because of the wound he had made, 
but because of the pain his masters were causing him. For a moment, he only stared uncom- 
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prehending at his hand, not understanding what it meant to see it pierced by the dagger. 

Then he remembered. Raising his wounded hand, he let the blood drip on the window 
sill while he spoke the words the demons had taught him. As the blood began to glow, the 
pain eased, and Carashnel pulled out the dagger, hurling it towards the city below. The dagger 
exploded in the air, morphing into a fireball that made the city light up in flames. The mage 
burst out in laughter as the pain was replaced by a rush of pleasure. Now it was no longer his 
pain, it was the pain and agony of the people who had worshipped him and trusted him with 
their lives, and he collapsed to the floor in a helpless fit of laughter as their deaths empow¬ 
ered him. 

It had been weeks since Carashnel had last slept or eaten. Ever since the Burning Sacrifice, 
he had obsessively walked among the corpses of his followers, used his newfound power to 
make them walk the earth once more. Even his tower was destroyed, so he abandoned the 
city, taking refuge underground. Now he brought his army of living dead to that cave, one by 
one taking the remains of their skin and using it to make the pages of a book. The demons 
granted him power, but soon they would take it from him again, demanding that he slaughter 
more people in order to keep the infernal gifts. But he would cheat them, he would use the 
remains of his followers to scribe down the new spells while he still remembered them. Then 
the magics would always be at his disposal, and could never be taken from him. 

By the time the adventurers found the cave, the army of living dead had long ago col¬ 
lapsed, now little more than broken skeletons. Archmage Carashnel, on the other hand, was 
oddly well preserved. The skin on his body had been flayed and woven into a rope that held 
him suspended from the ceiling, upside down. Had it not been for the untouched face, still 
bearing a mask of terror and agony, he wouldn’t even have been recognizable as a human 
from all the long spikes thrust into his body. The way he was grasping at the pedestal in front 
of him suggested there had been something important on it once, but whatever the prized ar¬ 
tifact might have been, it was now long gone. 

Stigmata of the Unborn 

The profane nailed the prophet to the stone, 
and had him opened to the sky. 

The sheet torn from their covered eyes, 
they gazed upon the unveiled world as true. 

The unborn saw and screamed and wriggled in the womb, 
and came unto the world adark, attainted and corrupt. 

See Also 

Tebryn Arbandi 

Mardero 

The basilica was flooded with screaming, a mob calling for the death of Lita. Long suspected 
of witchcraft, she was found with crow’s blood on her forehead and eyelids, evidence of her 
attempts at clairvoyance through dark rites. 
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The adjudicator listened to the guardsmans retelling of her capture. A neighbor 
claimed to have seen a cat walking backwards from her house and a pigeon hanging upside 
down from the eaves like a bat. The guards had been called to check it out, not an uncommon 
occurrence for Lita. But this time she didn’t open the door, and when the guardsman entered, 
they found her in her basement deep in a trance, with the crow’s broken body beside her. 

“What are the names of these demons you say I follow?” Lita argued, “Hate, suspicion, 
fear, weakness, pride. Do you believe these are my demons or your own? You scream because 
I killed a bird, yet you will return to your mutton dinner tonight and see no hypocrisy. You 
claim that what I have done is evil, yet the temple diviners perform the same acts with oils 
and burnt incense.” 

She shook with rage, her voice carried an authority far beyond her 24 years. She turned 



and glared at the townspeople, most she had known her entire life, and each one quieted un¬ 
der her gaze, but then picked the screaming back up when her eyes were off of them. 

The adjudicator was Goroff Grist and he had served in this role for nearly 30 years. He 
wasn’t concerned with Lita’s pagan ritual but he was very concerned with the effect she had 
on the city. This kind of disharmony could not be tolerated in a cultured society; she had been 
warned before about her questionable behavior and refused to become a good citizen. He had 
known the outcome of this trial the second she was dragged into the basilica. 

Goroff opened the large tome before him. The hall went quiet as he scribed Lita’s 
name and the verdict. Everyone strained to gain some clue from the stroke of his quill as to 
the final decision. Goroff sprinkled fine sand on the ink and blew on it, then he closed the 
tome. 

“The testimony has been heard and a just decision has been made. Lita of Alexandria 
will be exiled from the Empire. This exile will be initiated by throwing her from the Cliffs of 
Hastur. We will see if she will follow the crow’s fate and have her body broken, or gain the 
crow’s gift and be saved from the rocks below.” 

The crowd cheered the decision, Lita screamed and attacked the guardsmen that held 
her. They wrestled her into submission and began the march to the edge of the cliffs. By the 
time they reached them, the crowd had grown and hundreds of townspeople were there to 
witness her death. 

It was an early spring day and the mists common to cliffs still hung around its base. 
Lita had stopped struggling and stood unmoving at the cliff’s edge. She told herself that she 
would die without weakness and step over the edge on her own, but she found herself unable 
to do so. She sensed something much worse than death over the cliff’s edge. Then the guards¬ 
man pushed her. 





She fell. Her life passed before her, pain inflicted by her and on her, actions performed 
both good and evil. She considered her own regret, had she become something she didn’t in¬ 
tend? She pushed the thoughts from her mind, she was not the one at fault, but the people of 
Alexandria. She fed off of her own hate, wished only that they would suffer for what they had 
done to her. 

She passed into the mists and heard the snap of thick leather, like the crack of a whip 
all around her. A dark form slammed into her and at first she though it was the ground, but 
her direction changed and she felt herself being carried along the cliff’s edge. A beast held 
her, and she struggled to see its face. It had thick hide wings and skin that felt like a serpents, 
but hard and warm. The face was a man’s, horrible and beautiful, horns and smaller bones 
pierced his skin and thick iron pins were inserted into the inside curve of his eye, just where 
tears are formed. 

He took her to a dark place, Hell or some hidden cave, it was the same to Lita. She be¬ 
came his unwilling concubine, mother of his half-demonic children. His spells kept the many 
pregnancies from killing her, but they did nothing for the pain which was so intense that she 
wished for the times when she wasn’t pregnant and had only to suffer the brutal rapes. And 
during the periods of the rapes she wished for the times she was pregnant. 

Mardero was the last of these children. His birth was so traumatic that even his fa¬ 
ther’s considerable power couldn’t keep Lita alive through it. His first act in this world was to 
join his siblings in consuming his mother’s flesh, the first of many human victims his father 
would bring them as they grew. 

Now Mardero roams the land, unbound by the Compact because of his human heri¬ 
tage but as destructive and loyal to the forces of Entropy as any demon. 

Meshabber of Dis 

The smoke twisted randomly, as if caught in breeze that was impossible in the small sum¬ 
moning chamber. Kael knelt in a ring with the other students watching the mage in the cen¬ 
ter demonstrate the experiment in conjuration. 

A figured formed in the smoke, an imp a little over two feet tall. His chest was soot 
black, and he grew lighter gray and hazy along his legs and arms, until his feet and hands 
were nothing but thin trails of smoke. The embers from the fire danced up into his body 
and whipped randomly around him, settling in his eyes, which floated lazily, and separately, 
around his forehead. 

He glared at the students until Bradeline, the red robed mage, shouted “Zazim!” 

The imp’s ears folded back against his head at the sound of his name. 

“Why do you bring me here?” The imp’s voice popped like greasy meat in a hot pan. 

“They will try to control the conversation, lead you where they want to go. Innocent at 
first, but it is a trap. Speak only of what you want from the creature, you did not summon it 
for idle conversation.” 

One of the imp’s eyes remained fixed on Bradeline, while the other floated around his 
head going from student to student, looking for weakness. Kael was easily ten years older 
than the rest of the students, and couldn’t tell if the imp noticed this or not. Most of the oth- 
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er students paled and looked away at the imp’s glare. A few returned the stare, their own fear 
overcome by their lust for power. Kael didn’t react at all, and the imp’s gaze passed quickly on 
to the next student. 

After its examination of the room the imp dropped, placing his wraithlike hands on 
the stone floor. The fire brightened and the smoke flared out, momentarily obscuring the 
imp’s form. From within the circle its scratchy voice could be heard speaking unholy words. 

“The daft creature is attempting to summon more of its kin.” Bradeline looked almost 
disappointed. “Most would attempt to flee, but both attempts will be blocked by the sum¬ 
moning circle you constructed. Its call can not penetrate the shell of sorcery, symbols, and the 
enchanted powder.” 

Bradeline took a chain from his belt and held it toward the imp. He let go of the end, 



letting a copper medallion inscribed with a six-pointed star swing down as he shouted the 
imp’s name again. Bradeline was as much a performer as he was a conjurer. This time Zazim 
ignored him. 

The powder was enchanted exactly as it should be, but it was not all silver as the spell 
required. The imp’s call was heard, and in a gust of wind the ill-prepared powder was blown 
all over the surrounding shocked students. Bradeline didn’t have much time for surprise, the 
newly formed greater demon that stood over the imp reached out and grabbed his throat. 

The demon stood almost to the room’s concave ceiling. He had the hooves of a goat, 
thick twisted legs, and the chest and arms of a massive gorilla. He had two human heads, one 
with its mouth sewn shut, constantly screaming behind its pursed lips, and the other looked 
to have had its eyes recently gouged out. Blood and ichor ran down this face and dripped 
onto the right side of the demon’s chest. On one forearm the demon had almost a dozen bat¬ 
tered gold rings. 

“Command me now, blood trader!”The demon grinned. Bradeline had summoned him 
many times, and forced him to perform acts degrading even to demons. The mage raised the 
medallion ineffectually in front of the demon’s face, the one with eyes, but the demon only 
laughed. He would have toyed with Bradeline longer, but the students began to scream and 
he realized he had more fun in store than just this one killing. With a squeeze, Bradeline’s 
neck was broken and the demon threw the mage’s body against the stone wall of the cham¬ 
ber. Then he turned on the students. 

A boy, more full of ego than sense, began to recite a spell prohibited to students this 
young. He shot his hands out toward the demon as he finished the incantation. But he was 
not ready for a spell that complex, and the fire intended for the demon raced up the boy’s 
arms instead. He fell screaming as the flames consumed his shoulders and head. 
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Another student, one that had looked away when Zazim glared at him, had his 
screams cut short as the imp leapt to his chest and climbed into his mouth. Kael watched the 
student’s face flush at the realization that he wouldn’t live long enough to be killed by the 
two-headed demon that was tearing into the other students. The student fell, choking and 
grabbed hold of Kael’s drab brown acolyte robes. Kael ignored him, the only unmoving piece 
of the hellish room. 

The room’s single door was enchanted, only Bradeline or one of the academy’s other 
instructors could open it. This was to prevent any creature that was summoned here from get¬ 
ting loose and threatening the school. It had seemed a reasonable precaution to the students 
when they had learned of it, but now as they beat on the chamber door they realized the lim¬ 
itations of the door’s protection. 

—The Tale of Saverous, Act II: Chapter 1 

Rosier the Fallen 

There were four in the chamber—tradition said there should only be three, and it wasn’t like 
the Order to break tradition. The room was round with a domed ceiling and a mosaic of Lord 
Sabathiel on it. It was late, and the evening prayers could be heard echoing from the sanctu¬ 
ary. 

Rosier knelt on the floor; he was an Oath-taker here to report on an oath he had ex¬ 
acted. The Oath-takers served two roles: exacting oaths, and punishing those who broke 
them. As was typical, there was also a Confessor here. The Confessors extracted information, 
they were the eyes and the ears of the Order, and they served as a witness and record keeper 
for these trials. The last normal member of the trial was a Diviner. A Diviner was able to tell 
if any Oath made in Junil’s name would be broken or not. 

What had Rosier flush with anger was the Diviner’s instances on having a fourth per¬ 
son at the meeting: a fellow Oath-taker, Valin Phanuel. Valin stood back by the door, unsure 
of what to do. The trial (like all things the Order did) had very precise steps. It was a ceremo¬ 
ny for three people, and only the Diviner seemed comfortable breaking that. She started. 

“Arise Rosier, Knight of the 2nd Heart, Oath-taker and Nonpareil.” 

Rosier stood and repeated the phrase, as he had many times before, “I am the shield till 
the sword comes free, I am a bearer of the law until my lord gives me rest, I am a keeper of 
peace until the oath is broken.” 

“What oath do you bring me, child?” 

This Diviner was new, a woman, which was unusual. The former Diviner of the Abbey 
had been called back, the reason unknown. This was the first time Rosier had met the new 
Diviner, but he had heard that her unusual behavior had infuriated more than just the Abbey 
Confessor. Rosier pushed those thoughts back and focused on the reason he was here. 

“At the Osul mountains, a small company of Twisted men were captured. They had 
served the Burnt Priest, but with him dead and his summoned legions gone, they were left 
unprovisioned and far from their homeland. I gave them the oath, that they should give up 
their violence and travel back to their homelands, understanding that the way would be dif¬ 
ficult, but that they would be unhindered by the Order if they stayed true to their oath. Each 







one agreed.” 

The Confessor wrote the details in a tome; when the trial was finished, it would be 
packaged carefully and delivered to the Cynosure of Junil. When he was done writing he 
methodically intoned, “What we three decide shall become law, let no one break it. Ask the 
question.” 

He glared at Valin when he said three, unwilling to change his script to account for 
him, as if his conviction of the sanctity of the trial would keep Valin from being able to wit¬ 
ness it. 

Rosier continued, “Will the Twisted men keep their oath?” 

The Diviner considered Rosier carefully. The old Diviner would pray here, maybe walk 
around the room, speak to Junil in angelic languages. But this Diviner, she only sat staring at 



Rosier. Then she spoke. 

“What do you think?” 

The Confessor just about exploded. He couldn’t say anything, it wasn’t his turn to 
speak, but he turned white, and then red, and then back to white again. In his horror, he even 
dripped ink on the tome, and took it to be a sure sign from Junil that everyone in the room 
was going to be destroyed. 

“Me?” 

“Yes, Rosier, what do you think?” 

“The Osul can’t support much life, and the twisted men aren’t competent hunters. 
Many will starve before they get back to their home. After serving the Burnt Priest, they can’t 
expect to receive any charity from what few people live in that area. Faced with death or the 
threat of death, most will choose the threat and break their Oath.” 

“What causes men to break oaths?” 

Rosier was unprepared for the question, unaccustomed to being asked questions at all; 
that wasn’t the nature of the Order. He thought about it. 

“A lot of things, greed, anger, lust. Something as minor as a desire to act unlawfully to 
something as big as a belief that the person is greater than the oath he made. There are prob¬ 
ably as many different reasons as there are men.” 

“Valin, what causes men to break oaths?” 

It was either so clear in his mind—or he was attempting to keep the Confessor from 
passing out—either way, he answered in one word, “Weakness.” 

The Diviner considered again then seemed to come back to the trial. 

“Most of the Twisted men will break their oath. They will attempt to attack a village 
called Hallowell in three nights. Take a company of Oath-takers and wait for them there. 
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Some of the Twisted men won’t join the raid and will continue on, do not hinder them.” 

Everyone in the room looked at the Confessor. He wasn’t writing, he seemed confused 
on what to record and what to exclude as the Diviner’s rambling. He hastily noted the Divin¬ 
er’s decision and intoned, “What we three decide shall become law, let no one break it.” 

Rosier kneeled again and said his line, “I will carry out this duty, and pledge my life to 
this task and to Junil. This is my oath.” 

The Diviner watched without expression. Rosier rose and left the room, Valin falling in 
behind him. Before Valin was out of the door, the Diviner called for him. Valin stepped back 
in and closed the door. 

“We have another trial to perform,” said the Diviner. 

Valin looked at the Confessor, both equally confused. “I witnessed no oaths today.” 
“You just did, and we will need to perform a trial on it.” 

Diseased Corpse 

This is the special unit of the Ashen Veil. No unit strikes as much fear in a well-defended city 
as an enemy diseased corpse ambling up to the gates. They are the only unit that starts with 
the Diseased promotion, but in large battles it spreads quickly through civilizations. 


Savant 

He came to the Ritualists under the cover of darkness, looking furtively around. It was not 
the temple that he went to, with its genial looking librarians and philosophical debates, but to 
an abandoned building some blocks away. The hooded young man opened the door without 
knocking. Inside was lit only by candles, each giving a different colored glow. 

Five gnarled old fingers wrapped around his wrist like a vise. Instinct made him strug¬ 
gle, but other Ritualists soon had hold of his shoulders and left arm. “Why have you come?” 
hissed the Ritualist holding his wrist. The other observed silently. 

“You told me this was the place, to become one of you.” 

“Not good enough. It must be of your will. Why have you come?” 

The Savant to be answered again, “I have come to bargain. I offer myself.” 

The Ritualist nodded, and pulled out a knife. Then he slashed the newcomer’s palm, 
and watched as a thin line of blood appeared, soon forming a small pool in this hand. This he 
spilled into a small, fragrant pile of desiccated herbs. The Savant was released, and he quickly 
clasped his hands together to staunch the bleeding. Each Ritualist picked up a candle, and 
together they lit the reagents stained with blood. 

A small fire appeared, with an overwhelming stench of burning flesh. A deep voice 
echoed throughout the house. “What can I give you?” 

The Savant peered into the flames before answering. “I have been ignored, mistreated, 
and scorned. Give me power to destroy my enemies!” 

“And what do you offer?” 

“Everything. My life, my wealth, my family, my honor. My soul.” 

“It is done. You have favor with Me, and your service has been entered into of your 
own accord. Let all see another choose my path!” The voice faded. 
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Again the Savant’s hand was grabbed by one of the Ritualists. This was held into the 
fire, which did not burn him. Rather, his skin wrinkled and aged before my eyes, the mark 
traveling up his arms and soon covering his whole body. Then he was released, and he col¬ 
lapsed to the floor. He was still for several minutes, and I thought I heard sobbing. 

But no, it was laughter. His eyes burned with dark fire. “I feel... so powerful. At last... 
was the last thing I heard. He continued laughing as he was roughly stripped and dressed in 
the robes of a Savant. 

—From Chapter 9 of Reflections on the State Cults, by Elder Methyl of the Luonnotar 



Balor 

Out of a darkened shadow door 
Stepped a beast of unbridled horror 
Cloven hooves, arms of an ape 
Black hair, sharp horns and eyes of hate 
It dragged chains like a giant tail 
It held a hammer, hooks and nails 
The thing reached out and at its touch 
My heart collapsed, my soul was crushed 
It held the chains so I could see 
In a haunting voice it spoke to me 
“For pain you cause there is a price” 

“You pay it in the afterlife” 

And then the creature’s work began 
Nails in my face, hooks in my hands 
Pierced my skin and tore my flesh 
Agony from which there is no rest 

Three foot long horns sit atop an enormous body. Its shadows are cast at absurd, unnatu¬ 
ral angles. A stench of Sulfur is expected, but overpowering nonetheless. Unconsuming fire 
dancing along ebon skin, and features of pure hate never leave the gruesome face. 

“Giggles! You’ve come back!” 

—Keelyn 


Ring of Flames 

I fell into a burnin’ ring of fire 
I went down, down, down 
And the flames went higher, 
And it burns, burn, burns, 

The ring of fire, the ring of fire. 
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Entrojry Magic 

Defile 

The forest was bleak and silent, E-lin was overcome with grief. He heard stories of a dark 
place deep in the forests, but couldn’t imagine such desolation. Twisted branches, rotten 
fruits, and decayed bodies covered the floor. The lake was black and greasy. He cried as an 
aura of sorrow crushed his heart. He cursed to the skies in agony, as promises of revenge were 
muttered. He would not be able to save this sacred woods, but nothing would be able to save 
the one who did this. 

Pit Beast 

There was a time when men’s mastery of magic was powerful enough to mimic the actions 
of gods. At the height of the Age of Magic, great artifacts were created by the world’s most 
powerful archmages and they even thought themselves capable of creating life itself. The pit 
beast was one of these creations. Formed from the parts of other creatures grotesquely at¬ 
tached to the body of a giant lion, it was one of the most successful of these experiments. The 
less successful were nightmares to themselves and their creators. 

Pit beasts are abominations made from the pieces of various slain demons. They ache for a 
chance to avenge their destruction, and will heed any call to return to the mortal realm. As 
long as they taste blood, they can continue their assault indefinitely. 

They love naught but combat, these fell beasts. They exist to destroy and have no concern for 
I what. The embodiment of chaos, pit beasts will remain in the mortal realm as long as they 
have something to fight. Oh, you might want to stand back, I’d hate to lose ANOTHER ap¬ 
prentice. 

Wither 

I felt the life seep from my body, the essence ooze from my bones. I met her only once, she 
gazed into me, forgotten, lost, and then I felt it too. The endlessness of weakness, the trepi¬ 
dation of uncertainty. And ever lasting, ever growing fatigue. Things became dimmer, I saw 
more and more of less and less. I could feel my heart slowing, and my mind collapsing. I 
withered away, at her slightest of commands. 

—-Tyrell of Condia, last words 
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Ceridweru, AncjeL of Afac+ic 
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Vault of CERjdu/En 



Ceridwen’s vault is the largest yet has no size at all. It is what binds all the hells together, and 
them with Erebus. It is not what’s on either side of the doorway, but the space between, the 
doorway itself. 

Though there are no physical bounds to her world there are shadowy gaps within it, 
places between worlds. The laws of nature are not fixed within these worlds, that which is set 
in the laws of creation is mutable here. By drawing from these places, pulling them into cre¬ 
ation these laws can be bent. Fire can be made to move and leap, the dominions that were 
once subordinate only to the gods can be commanded by men. 

Esus may be the god of deception, but Ceridwen is the Queen of Secrets. Even her 
highest angels are only privy to tiny parts of the vast web of portals and hidden spaces that 
make up her world. It is known that she has countless passages into Erebus and the hells, but 
most suspect that she travels between many more worlds. Perhaps even beyond those created 
by the gods of Erebus. 
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Shedim 


There is no history of the Sheaim as a people before the Age of Rebirth. As the Age of Ice 
ended, they were a people from all civilizations gathered toward one purpose: ending creation 
through the fell magic of Armageddon spells. Most pursue this focus to increase their arcane 
knowledge, some believe they will receive an eternal reward for destroying creation, while a 
few just want the world to end. 

Tebryn was once a powerful runecaster who was cast into hell after his death. Cerid- 
wen released him to pursue the destruction of creation. Os-Gabella was the first human to 
be made by the gods and the intended bride of Nemed. She was created as an immortal but 
rebelled against Nemed and the gods plans for her. Now she is trapped in creation until the 
end of time. Both seek to escape their prisons by destroying the world. 


Os-Gabella 

Screams echoed through Galveholm. There was no way to predict their frequency, often days 
or weeks would pass between hearing them. But when they did occur it was impossible to 
deny the tortured anguish in them. Even the most hardened would whisper a quiet prayer for 
the victim, and many in the city were reduced to tears. 


Gaulos had a way with women, he prided himself on it. There were few things he couldn’t get 
through guile or smile. Perhaps they wouldn’t agree to his most intimate desires, but they 
would join him alone in a dark cellar, and that was all the cooperation he required. 

He found young girls the most vulnerable. In naively agreeing to his meetings, being 
unable to resist his forced advances once alone, and the most satisfying to his desires. Even so 
young they were still women and susceptible to his charms. 

But he was too eager, a village ripe with beautiful young girls nearly stopped his heart 
when his caravan rolled into it. They chased each other outside a small temple and cared for 
delicate dolls. After three went missing the village was on the verge of hysteria, the caravan 
was torn apart and he was accused of the murders. They had no evidence, but that isn’t re¬ 
quired in such situations so Gaulos headed somewhere they wouldn’t follow, into the Sheaim 
lands. 


Now he stood in a pack of the lowest dregs of humanity outside of the Sheaim gates. 
Immigrants had to display some skill before they were allowed into the city, and since the 
gatekeeper was male, Gaulos didn’t have anything to show. They had already begun to pull 
some aside to tend to the pyres, and no one returned from that. 

On his third day at the gate a stir rose from inside the city. The guards, to that point 
cruel and inattentive, went suddenly alert and the gatekeeper ordered everyone away from the 
gate. Bestial men that had been pissing and shitting off the wall and onto the huddled immi¬ 
grants below became paragons of duty. 

Gaulos and the mass of lesser men waited quietly. Nothing scared the Sheaim, and 
many began to pull back further from the gate. Then they saw the source of the fear coming, 
a black carriage pulled by horses with burning hooves and wild, bestial eyes. As they got clos¬ 
er they could see that the horses had sharp wolf-like teeth, those accustomed to tearing flesh, 
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and they looked at the assembled men like beasts viewing their next meal. 

A mobius witch drove the carriage. Her form twisted and bent back in on itself as if 
she was a leather skin stretched tight over a rough stone, as if she wasn’t able to fully enter 
this world. But inside the carriage was a more amazing site. Os-Gabella, Queen of Storms, 
sat and showed little interest in the outside. Despite the carriage s solid construction the win¬ 
dows were open and their were no signs of any precautions taken to protect its passenger. 

The carriage stopped at the gate where Os-Gabella passed a few quiet questions to the 
gatekeeper before preparing to head into the city. Knowing that it may be his last chance to 
use his only gift Gaulos stepped up onto the road behind the carriage. 

“My Queen, please allow me entrance to your magnificent city.” 

She eyed him dispassionately. The gatekeeper looked horrified and shocked by Gaulos s 
behavior. If Os-Gabella’s neck would have stretched out and allowed her to bite off Gaulos’s 
head no one at the gate would have been surprised. But since he was now committed Gaulos 
continued on. 
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“The legend of your beauty brought me to these lands, across barren wastes and dan¬ 
gerous roads. But now I see that those who spoke of you were lying, for you are twice as 
beautiful as they described.” 

Again there was nothing but stunned silence. Then finally Os-Gabella replied, “Get 


Stunned, no one knew what to do. Os-Gabella kicked open the carriage door and that 
jolted the gatekeeper into action. He held the door while Gaulos climbed in. 

The carriage rolled through Galveholm while nobles and peasants scrambled out of the 
way. They looked at Os-Gabella and Gaulos with fear and wonder. This was a life Gaulos 
could get used to. 

He took his eyes off the street and saw she was regarding him. He met her gaze, dip¬ 
ping his head enough to let his boyish bangs obscure the eyes women always complimented 
him for. He looked back up and smiled, but her expression didn’t change. 

Feeling a bit uncomfortable Gaulos asked, “Where are we going?” 

“To meet your father.” 

The tattered edges of the mobius witch’s robes reached through the window of the car¬ 
riage and brushed up against Gaulos’s neck. The touch made him shiver even in the oppres¬ 
sive heat of the day. Gaulos’s father was a dockworker in the Lanun city of Bolans, he hadn’t 
talked to him in years, and he couldn’t imagine a less likely destination for the carriage. 

The Sheaim palace was ahead and the gates were raised as the carriage approached. 
They stopped in a courtyard where a band of revelers argued. Os-Gabella stepped out of the 
carriage without pretense. Gaulos followed, more from fear of being left alone with the odd 
monsters then from desire to stay with her. As they entered the palace he could hear slaves 
being dragged over and fed to the dark horses. 

Inside a minotaur opened a great vault door. Behind the door stairs led deep beneath 
the palace. Gaulos briefly considered not going but a glance from the minotaur sent him 
scrambling down the stairs behind Os-Gabella. 

The palace construction gave way to natural caverns. The stairs were replaced by a 
rough stone floor that had worn spots where Os-Gabella stepped without thinking. Jewels in 
her armor radiated a pale light and provided the only illumination in the passage. Gaulos 
struggled to stay within the radius of her light. 

The passage ended at a small chamber with a stone arch in the center. Os-Gabella 
stepped up to the arch and traced runes in the air before it. Then she stepped into the arch 
and the chamber went dark. 

Gaulos scrambled forward. He had a vague memory of those girls he seduced into 
joining him in dark cellars, at that point where his eyesight was better in the dark than theirs 
and he could sit back and watch them fumble in the darkness. He imagined that all the girls 
he hurt and killed were watching him, enjoying those last few moments before they killed 
him. The memory made him panic and he slammed against the stone arch and fell through 
the archway. 

Sudden brightness blinded him. Torches hung on the walls and in the center of the 
room a man hung over a pit bound by bright silver chains. The man was gaunt and looked 
strained beyond exhaustion, but he was uninjured. Os-Gabella walked over to the man, with- 






drew a crystal from her armor and held it over the pit. 

Gaulos picked himself up and walked over behind her. The chained man looked up in 
surprise and yelled. 

“Run child, run!” 

Gaulos froze, the mans words had power but when Gaulos looked back at the arch 
there was only darkness and the imagined ghosts of his victims beyond it. There was no other 
place to run. Instead Gaulos spoke to Os-Gabella. 

“That’s not my father.” 

Os-Gabella smirked, “Of course it is, the first father. Nemed, my husband.” she said 
the last part with clear disdain. “We are here to find a way to kill him.” 

With that black flames burst up out of the pit. 

“These fires are said to be able to burn the ethereal, they are from the deepest hell. I 
wonder what effect it will have on immortal flesh.” 

Os-Gabella raised her hand and Nemed was dropped into the pit. His screams echoed 
through the chamber and up into Galveholm above. Gaulos turned to run, his fear of ghosts 
replaced by the torment in front of him. But Os-Gabella was faster. She grabbed him by the 
collar and dragged him to the pit. 

“I need to know the effect on mortal flesh as well.” 

Gaulos reached within the folds of his shirt, for the knife he always kept there. With 
one smooth movement he thrust it up into Os-Gabella’s throat. 

Os-Gabella laughed, “If you could kill me we wouldn’t need these damn tests!” 

Gaulos withdrew the knife to stab again only to notice that the wound healed as soon 
as the knife was removed. Then Os-Gabella shoved him down into the pit with the scream¬ 
ing Nemed. The flames quickly rushed up his legs and onto his chest and head. His screams 
joined Nemed’s. 

Gaulos awoke in a grey wasteland. His skin was burnt and blistered, his boyish hair was burnt 
off. Every movement was torture. He knew he was dead. It was an uncomfortable afterlife 
but bearable. Until Gaulos saw the spirits of the girls he killed coming for him. 

“In life you are the servant of your government, in death you are a servant of your god. It is 
only in the unmaking that you will find freedom.” 

—on Worldbreak 

See Also 

The Fall of Mammon 

Tebryn Arbandi 

The Age of Ice was a paradise compared to what I endured. As men huddled in frozen caves, 
and the Bannor raced across the plains of ash in Agares’s hell I was held underneath the frac¬ 
tured surface of Camulos’s hell. 

Camulos is the god of war, and his hell is the proving ground for new demons. Here 
they learn the arts of chaotic battle in the unending wars that rage across its surface. The 
souls, once moral, become desensitized to feeling and inflicting pain. Then they begin to de- 
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light in it, cruelly destroying anyone weaker than them across the volcanic terrain. 

Beneath the wars, in pits regularly opened or consumed by the violent earthquakes that 
shake the world, are the vast prisons where the victims of war are kept. I had suffered through 
the mire of Mulcarn, passed the trials of Mammon’s great city but I was a quick victim to vi¬ 
olence of this realm. 

Torturers usually want something from their victims, secrets, cooperation or conver¬ 
sion. But here they subjected us to anguish only to enjoy our suffering. And in a world with¬ 
out the escape of death, there was no hope of an end to the torment. You bleed and scream 
for centuries. 

The eruptions occasionally open new tunnels in the prisons, collapsing walls allow the 
imprisoned to flee to the world’s surface and escape their torment for a time. 

After one of these I fled into wastes, where the sand cut through exposed flesh like 
small shards of glass. I huddled beneath the hide of a pit beast and gripped one of the back 
spikes from the beast as a crude weapon. My magic failed me in hell. I traced a rune in the 
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sand, a fire sign with broken bindings and willed it alive. A faint flame flickered within it. 
When I was alive I could have summoned torrents of fire out of the rune, I could have as¬ 
saulted a city with it. Now it only flickered weakly. 

Howls interrupted my concentration. Demons avoided battles in the wastes, but hunt¬ 
ers lead by hellhounds would come through looking for those, like myself, who sought refuge 
here. I brushed away the rune and started deeper into the wastes. 

But they were faster than I was and the hound could smell me. They didn’t follow scent 
like moral dogs, they could smell fear and there was no escaping them. As I scrambled across 
another ridge a darkened figure rushed at me, spear in hand. He was emaciated, weak, and I 
easily knocked the spear aside. 

I pulled the man to the ground, he was trembling, and whispered into his ear. 

“You will be okay,” I lied, “I won’t hurt you, but we have to kill the hound that is com¬ 
ing for us.” 

He didn’t speak, but his eyes stared into my face, trying to find some compassion. It 
was a rare commodity in this world. 

“Hide under the ridge,” I ordered, pushing him into position. “When the hound comes 
be ready with your spear and we will attack it together.” 

He hid under the ridge and I slipped away. A few minutes later the hound stopped 
howling, it was close. 

The hound was drawn to the figure’s fear as I had suspected. I watched as it walked up 
to the top of the ridge and stopped to sniff and listen. Even I could sense the man’s fear, I 
knew it was like a beacon to the hound. In one smooth movement the hound leapt off the 
ridge and in front of the man, he called for my help as he braced his spear. 

I ignored him as the hound attacked, tearing quickly into the man. I wasn’t interested 
in the hound or the man. I waited until I saw him. A black figure wreathed in violet flames, 
the hunter following after the hound. As he passed I leapt out, shoving the spike into the 
hunter’s neck. 

The sound he made was a mix of pleasure and pain, the scream of a sadist in the ecsta¬ 
sy of mutilation. He was stronger than I suspected, and the spike jutting from his neck didn’t 
slow him at all. He lifted one arm and tossed me aside. I rolled and came to my feet to see 
him ready for his next attack. The hound dragged the body of the man back towards us, and 
the deep red eyes of the rest of the hellhound pack came out of the wastes. There was at least 
a dozen of them. The hunter didn’t bother removing the spike from his neck. 

A crow passed over us. Seeing it in hell was as unusual as seeing a demon flying by in 
Erebus. But the effect on the hunter and his hounds was immediate. They fled in all direc¬ 
tions, even leaving the prize of the wizened man behind. 

The crow landed. It was large for a crow but not unnaturally so. It clawed at the ground 
and hopped about ignoring me. I had lost the spike and without any sort of weapon I knew I 
was helpless. Remembering the man’s spear I started to slip by, to avoid the crow and get to 
base of the ridge where the hellhound and the man fought. 

Then I noticed what the crow had scratched. It was a fire rune with broken bindings. 
The crow looked at me for the first time. 

It was exactly like the rune I had made, perfectly formed. I walked closer and the crow 
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* crooked its head watching me. I took a breath and reached out to the rune and I immediately 
felt the power well up inside of me. Balefire flooded out of the rune in great wild gouts. It 
flowed out between the hills of the wastes, down along the ridge and all around me. At the 
rune itself it reached up like a fountain of yellow fire, a bright finger reaching into the sky. 

This was the power I once had. Let the hunters come, let them bring their packs of 
hellhounds, the torturers and the war machines of hell. I will purge this horrific world. 

The crow was gone. In its place, floating weightless just above the ground was a beauti¬ 
ful woman wearing purple robes. The robes floated about her in a maze of folds that hid her 
and offered tantalizing glimpses of her perfect pale skin. Half of an obsidian mask covered 
the left side of her face. On the right her lips were full and red, her eyes matched the deep 
purple of her robes. 

“Too long have you dwelled in these lands.” 

The fire collapsed back into the rune. I felt the power slip from me and I gasped and 
fell to my knees in an effort to keep hold of it. But it was pulled from me and I was weak 
again. I screamed, it was as cruel as anything I had suffered here. 

“Give it back,” I threatened, realizing that I didn’t have a weapon. 

Her eyes narrowed dangerously. Her body twisted and she expanded, or the world 
shrank, until she filled the sky and her robes surrounded me. 

“I am Ceridwen,” she said and the ground rumbled with her voice, “and I can drop you 
into worlds far worse than this one. If you wish to be free you will worship me, for I am the 
only one who can break your chains.” 

And I fell to the ground and worshipped her. 

I had forgotten how beautiful creation was, or I had paid little attention. The island I walked 
across was ripe and lush. There were no land animals on it, just brightly colored birds that 
cried and fluttered away in annoyance as I walked by. 

A vast well stood at the center of the island. Far enough across that a galleon could 
have been dropped down it and it was deeper than the world. The rocks around it appeared to 
be old granite, but I knew that rock was the foundation of creation and was much stronger 
than simple granite. There were no animals here. 

I began walking around the well. Every few feet I stopped to trace a rune on the rock. 
Though it seemed a minor effect, and I was more powerful than I had ever been in life, it 
took all of my willpower to mar the rock. Between runes I rested and went over Ceridwen’s 
demands, making sure each step was done exactly as she described. 

By the time I had walked the entire way around it was well into the night. I stood on 
the last rock ready to trace the final rune. But before that I drew silver letters on a black cloth, 
cast and then placed the cloth over my eyes. Through it I saw the spirit world. Even now spir¬ 
its of the dead walked across the island and threw themselves into the well, passing from this 
world to the world beyond. 

Then I completed the final rune. In a screeching that brought back painful memories 
of Camulos s hell the rock began to move together. The well began to close. 

Confused spirits rushed toward the well, seeing their afterlife being stolen from them 
and from within the well I heard the sound of feathers. A cold wind came up out of the well 
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and I saw a figure flying up at me from the well’s depths. A woman with a cloth over her eyes 
much as mine, and ragged bands woven around her arms and into a tattered dress. She had 
dark wings and pale ivory skin. She was like moonlight filtered through a canopy of branches 

But she was not fast enough. I reached out and pulled all of the surrounding spirits to¬ 
wards me, funneling them all into the final rune that was being sketched over the closing 
rock’s surface. A barrier held fast, a great mirror that would send those who tried to pass 
through it back, a transformation that would bind the spirits that passed through it into un¬ 
holy forms. 

The spirits powered the rune, they were trapped within it. They howled and fought the 
rune but they could not escape. 

To test the spell I walked to a nearby apple tree, since the birds didn’t come this close 
to the well its fruit was untouched. But it was early in the year and it only had tiny green ap¬ 
ples hanging from its branches. 

I traced a rune of withering on its trunk and the tree immediately shriveled and died. 
The tiny apples fell from the branches as the branches thinned and weakened. For a moment 
nothing happened, and then the tree filled out again. Not to its original height, as it remained 
dark and warped by the spell, but it was not completely dead. On its branches new small fruit 
blossomed, but this time they were a deep brownish red and they beat slowly. 

My mission had begun. My deal with Ceridwen, to bring Armageddon to creation 
starts here. If I fail I will return to the eternal prison of hell, and even if it means destroying 
the world I will never again suffer hell’s torments. 


:s 
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Once an Amurite archmage named Ran in the Age of Magic, Tebryn was caught in a battle 
between a thieves’ and assassins’ guild. Untended by his bodyguard, Ran was set upon by a vi¬ 
per assassin and killed. Hyborem personally collected his soul and introduced him to the glo¬ 
rious tortures of Hell. 

After centuries of punishment, the goddess Ceridwen stole Ran’s soul from hell and 
loosed it on the earth, renaming him Tebryn Arbandi and promising that he will no longer 
endure Hell if he causes the Armageddon. Now Tebryn is willing to do anything to save his 
soul, even if he has to damn the rest of the world to do it. 

“True power is always costly. However, I think I can safely say that the rewards far outweigh 
any of the possible costs. Who cares for sanity, when you can burn the people claiming you to 
be insane to cinders with a thought? Who cares for purity, when this taint is so much more 
vitalizing? Who cares about the soul, when the mind can break all boundaries without it?” 

—on Corruption of Spirit 


Abashi the Black Dragon 

Only four days. Four days without sleep, of constant battle. I would have laid down and died 
for the chance to just rest for a few seconds, but there was no rest here. Every defeated soldier 
was raised as another member of the undead horde. Within minutes of their corpse hitting 
the cursed land their arms were twitching again with an unholy life, then they would reach 
for their weapon and we, who fought and bled beside them as brothers, would be forced to 
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kill them. 

We had come through the Aduro Straight, where angels and demons battled across 
bleeding lands and had thought the worst was past when they came through to the calm 
Meditor Sea. Our fleet of white sails and cheering men, an army of many nations landed as 
one on the shores of this island. Was that really only four short days ago? How I wished for 
the days spent in that hell, they are fond memories compared to this land. 

The paladins are our inspiration. They fight tirelessly, never questioning, fighting for 
every inch of ground as if it was any different than the cracked earth we just came from. 
Even now Vaghan stands surrounded, his armor gleams even on this moonless night and the 
power of the Empyrean flows through him. 

An ash bearer comes at me, using his sword to thrust rather than slash. If he was to 



dismember me I would be weaker when raised as an undead. I parry the clumsy attack but 
he continues on, throwing his shoulder into me and pushing me back. I stumble into Vaghan 
and realize this is the ash bearer’s real intent, that he could use me to distract the paladin, to 
make him vulnerable if only for a second. 

I fall out of the way, trying to keep from interfering with Vaghans fight even if I am 
sacrificed in doing so. The ash bearer comes quickly upon me but is stopped when Vaghan 
steps over me and slashes through him. I have a brief glimpse of those Vaghan was fight¬ 
ing with, a wraith and a juggernaught of sewn corpses setting upon his now exposed back. 
Vaghan seems to ignore them, thrusting his arm up there is a flash and a ring of blinding 
light explodes from him. The wraith is destroyed, the juggernaught reels backwards and is 
hacked apart by our men. 

Vaghan grabs me and pulls me to my feet, “Do not despair, hope yet remains.” 

Then he is gone. There is only a slight whistle to indicate that anything passed through 
the night until it turns back towards the army. A dragon of sleek black scales is silhouetted 
briefly against the sky, darker even than the night like a hole in sackcloth. The dragon spits 
out Vaghan’s remains, a small rain of blood and once perfect holy vestments. Then she roars 
and I find myself suddenly nostalgic for the days of constant battle. 

—Visions from the Pool of Tears and revelation that the Sheaim had awoken Abashi and 
was using her in the Battle of the Black Tower 
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Revelers 

Everything they needed was provided. There was no disease, no weakness, and a world of 
gifts to fascinate and learn from. They were overjoyed at what they had, until they saw some¬ 
one with an even more amazing gift. This was the first pain they experienced. 

This pain consumed them, they lost an appreciation for the value of anything they pos¬ 
sessed and were ruled by desire for what others had. 

A society without those willing to sacrifice made it impossible to wage real wars, so in¬ 
stead they cheated and stole from each other. A small group tried to protect themselves from 
their own envy by binding their eyes. Unable to see what others had they became content. 
These were the only ones who survived. 

Even without their sight the revelers, as those from other worlds came to call them, re¬ 
main true to their nature. They still have a fondness for gambling and stealing, and will come 
through a Planar Gate if the city contains a Gambling House. Their eyes remain bound but it 
does not hinder them, and they are even able to detect shadows and other hidden units. 

Tar Demon 

Unclaimed by heaven and unwanted in hell, such is the fate of souls who held no conviction 
in life. They lay beneath the dark freezing rain of the first layer of hell, which is abandoned 
even by its lord and sustain themselves by consuming their own excrement. Over the ages 
their individual features are lost as hell transforms them into a black amorphous blob, be¬ 
coming in form what their soul had been in life, obscure and indefinite. 

Called to service, these Tar Demons are as slothful as they were in life. Slow and weak 
on attack, they are only useful when defending. They are competent fighters as long as the 
battle is brought to them. 




&siLd, An^eb of fDecejjtioru 



Occasionally a petitioner refuses the processing of hell and attempts to escape. A handful 
or fallen angels have risen, or petitioners have triumphed over hell by manifesting the vir¬ 
tues that each vault attempts to remove from them and going through it backward until they 
climb the mountain of Mulcarns realm and pass by the throne of hell itself back into Erebus. 
But this is an incredibly rare event. 

Most commonly those wishing to escape hell find their way into the illusionary world 
of Esus. This world appears as Erebus in every way. It is even populated by simulacrum’s of 
the people the petitioner knew in life. They can return to their life here, they can believe that 
they have escaped from hell. But such joy will be short lived. 

The function of this hell is to remove any motivation that is keeping a petitioner from 
his processing. Those that escape hell for love will find their love again, but it will sour and 
fade. Those that escape to follow their duty will find their tasks to be eventually flawed and 
meaningless. Those that are searching for a new faith will find their worship empty and hol- 
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low. 


Everything in Esus’s realm is a lie, and it is the most cunning trap of hell. 


Svctrtdlfdr 

During the Age of Magic, the elves were ruled by two separate courts. The Seelie court (the 
fairer and more spiritual) ruled during the spring and summer, and the Unseelie court (the 
more arcane and malevolent) ruled during the autumn and winter. When Sucellus died, the 
elven prayers went unanswered. Because the Unseelie court was in power when it happened, 
they decreed that the elven deity was gone and that Esus would be adopted in his place. Nor¬ 
mally, the Seelie court would wait for spring and then reverse the ruling, but spring never 
came as the Age of Ice began. The Unseelie court saw this as a symbol of their dominance 
and began to punish elves who refused to stop worshipping Sucellus. This caused a bloody 
civil war within the elven nation during a time when their numbers were already hard-hit. 
The Age of Ice eventually stopped the war as bands were separated by expanses they couldn’t 
cross. Now that the Age of Ice is over, they are free to reach out and begin their war anew. 


Faeryl Viconia 

Faeryl steeled herself outside of the chamber. She was queen now, but still the elves fawned 
over Arendel. Faeryl had just begun her six-month winter reign, when nothing productive 
could be accomplished. Then, when spring came and meaningful change could be enacted, 
tradition forced her to pass it back to her weaker cousin. 

There was little she could do but grit her teeth and head into the chamber. Arendel 
was inside, no doubt pouting over the temporary loss of her crown as she did every year. 

“I trust your stay has been comfortable?” Faeryl asked. 

“Of course, I am always amazed at the beauty of the Unseelie court, and the courtesy 
of its residents.” 

Faeryl nodded. This was a part of the game they both pretended to play. Cordial and 
gracious in action, while secretly hating other. Yet Arendel seemed even more melancholy 
than usual. Faeryl almost smiled at the thought that something serious might be wrong in 
Arendel’s perfect life. She couldn’t resist asking. 

“Arendel, what concerns you? Is your family well?” 

“Yes, they are well. It is kind of you to ask. I have been bothered, and I apologize for 
that, it is certainly nothing to do with you or the Unseelie court. I don’t know what it is, I 
just feel like we are in a dangerous time. Winter is coming so early this year; we have just 
performed the rite of autumn and the scouts are already reporting some snowfall. The priests 
are having powerful dreams and the forests aren’t dropping into their winter slumber, instead 
they seem to be reblossoming.” 

Faeryl choked back her initial reaction. Arendel didn’t trust that she would be able to 
handle whatever lay ahead. Isn’t it enough that she is left only with the useless part of they 
year as it is, does the Seelie court want that too? But Faeryl took a breath and forced a calmer 
response. 
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“You have been listening to Yvain, he was here saying the same things and warning of 
some event he couldn’t name. You should rest and forget the strains of leadership. You will 
need to be ready when winter ends and I pass the crown back to you. Until then, should any¬ 
thing occur, I will handle it.” 

“Of course, my queen, I am sorry to trouble you with my own worrying.” 

“It is fine, Arendel, that is what the time of rest is for. While you rule you think of 
nothing but the elven empire, and never of yourself. Now care for yourself. Perhaps the winter 
will be strong this year and Sucellus sends the new seed to help sustain us through it. I must 
go, there is a lot to do today. I hope you will join us for dinner.” 

“Of course” Arendel said, “and I promise to be a more amiable guest.” 

“Just make sure you come or else I will bring the meal here and we will sit in front of 
this window you favor, and leave the rest of the guests wondering what to do without their 
queens.” 

Arendel smiled. Faeryl imagined throwing her through that window. 
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Alazkan the Assassin 

The Luchuirp sculptor carefully chipped through the stone. Alazkan didn’t believe the dwarf 
could damage the treasure inside the statue but he wasn’t taking any chances. If the statue 
had to be broken apart, he would find the most talented to do it. 

The dwarf blew loose marble away from where he was chiseling, then looked at Alaz¬ 
kan in surprise. A polished piece of jet black could be seen within the white stone. 

“That’s it,” Alazkan said, “be careful.” 

To further make his point Alazkan pushed the point of his sword into dwarfs back. It 
cut easily through the thick leather and made a shallow cut in the sculptors shoulder. The 
dwarf gasped in pain but continued working carefully to remove the black piece from the 



statue without damaging it. 

When he was done a jagged shard of black was revealed. It looked like an opal but flat 
and about the size of small buckler. On one side it was smooth and so black it looked like a 
hole in whatever it was laid upon. The other side was polished and reflected Alazkan’s im¬ 
age... 

The sculptor ran for the door. Alazkan looked up only to see a ghostly image of himself 
burst across the room and then hobble the dwarf with a strike to the back of his knees. The 
dwarf fell and Alazkan watched his image jump onto him, stab again and the dwarf was dead. 

In a few seconds the image disappeared. Alazkan wrapped the black shard into his 
cloak, this would be very handy indeed. Then a Svartalfar hunter Alazkan had assigned to 
keep guard opened the door. 

“They are coming,” she said. 

“Good,” Alazkan replied, “we are done here.” 

The Luchuirp moved slowly through the forest. A small punitive expedition respond¬ 
ing to the sculptor’s message. They were too late, but it didn’t matter, they’d soon regret trying 
to make retribution upon the servants of the Winter Court. They traveled like elephants, 
crashing along the path, making a great ruckus, trampling the brush and plants on the lightly 
worn path into the dust. Alazkan crouched among his sisters, his fellow warriors, and waited 
for them to come. 

In a roomy, well-furnished and comfortable tent, far away from the dark and miserable 
forest the soldiers were slogging through, the Luchuirp commanders gathered around a mage 
with a scrying glass, listening to his report of their progress. The tent and all the ones around 
it were set up in a clearing, which was hacked and burned out of the all-encroaching forests 
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that covered and obscured the lands of Faeryl Viconia, the Queen of Mischief. The generals 
didn’t put themselves in harm’s way, they had to be detached from their little army in order to 
make cool, correct decisions unhindered by the chaos of a surrounding skirmish. But right 
now, nothing demanded their attention, so they discussed what they would do when the sol¬ 
diers reached the closest settlement. 

On a stretch where the path narrowed slightly and the shadows seemed to deepen, the 
Svartalfar struck. Banshees, witches, amazons, lashing out from the darkness, retreating, and 
lashing out again, cutting short a man’s life every time. Jinxes, curses, knives, darts, arrows and 
all manner of projectiles flying out between the shadows and the foliage, leaving pain and 
terror in their wake. Poisoned men raved like lunatics, the wounded screamed and the sol¬ 
diers yelled and cried in confusion. Alazkan danced and flitted among the confused mass of 
soldiers. A thrust here, a slash there, with the grace and efficiency of endless practice. Cross¬ 
bowmen fired bolts blindly, hoping to hit something in the trees, but as often as not hitting 
their allies, fighting vicious hand-to-hand battles with the Svartalfar in an attempt to strike 
back at their hidden tormentors. Those who broke and fled along the path were caught in 
hidden traps, just as lethal as their live foes. The battle was going badly for the Luchuirp, it 
was going worse than badly, it was disastrous. If it weren’t for the fact that they were trapped, 
it would have been a rout. As it was, ever dwindling pockets of desperate survivors were do¬ 
ing their best to take as many elvish vixens with them as possible before their inevitable de¬ 
mise, fighting with the rage and bitterness of desperate men. Then the spells came. 

Action among the graying men in the elaborate tent had been swift and decisive. The 
battle was lost, the men dead anyway. What difference did it make who killed them in the fi¬ 
nal reckoning? They may as well use the opportunity to strike a blow at their shadowy foes. 
At least then the soldiers would not have died entirely in vain. The general, a hard man in 
glittering, polished armor with little practical use, had not hesitated in ordering the mages to 
saturate the battlefield with their ethereal doom. 

The fire rained down from the sky, meteors, lightning and fireballs splitting the trees 
and sending flaming splinters and shards flying between the combatants. Great chunks of 
earth flew up where meteors struck and heat waves threw bodies around like rag dolls or va¬ 
porized unfortunates where they stood. The forest floor was turned to mud, a mud made not 
of water and dirt, but of blood, and sap, and earth and ash. A cratered wasteland, every bit as 
hellish as the lands of the Infernal, where elves and dwarves lay, sliced and burned, united in 
undignified, violent death, a horrific, ever convulsing monument to hatred, composed of 
limbs, flames and entrails. 

The scene was pure chaos, the horrible banshee wails of mangled Svartalfar mixing 
with the despairing, incomprehensible cries of the dwarves who were being sacrificed by their 
comrades in arms. Survivors sought any cover they could find, skittering desperately away 
from the destruction. When two foes found the same hole to hide in, a brief fight would 
erupt, leaving only the victor to cower in safety until another challenger arrived. The air 
reeked with the odor of the freshly slaughtered, mingled with smoke, earth, and the odd 
smell of magic left behind. And all the while the spells thundered down, pummeling the site 
again, and again, and again. 

The men in the tent listened impassively or paced around the tent as the mage con- 
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veyed his impressions from the battle. The crackles and fizzes of the mages working their 
craft could be clearly heard through the thin walls, as could the duller, more distant whooshes 
and booms of the spells hitting home. Surely, no one could survive such destruction? A great 
blow was struck this day, a blow which those accursed elves would not soon forget. The gen¬ 
erals congratulated each other. Still, they were suitably somber about losing so many brave, 
but sadly expendable, warriors. 

Alazkan made his escape, dodging the first blasts and sweeping through the forest, 
running with determination in the direction in which the fiery trails of meteors and fireballs 
pointed him. Soon, the other Svartalfar survivors would follow. They knew where the Lu- 
chuirp made their camp, but it was easy to use the smoky trails as guides, to get there all the 
faster. But Alazkan was far, far ahead of them. Already, he could see the flashes of spellcasting 
through the foliage. 

A commotion sounded from outside the generals’ tent. The man in the ceremonial ar¬ 
mor raised an eyebrow, then quickly wound a small, one-hand crossbow. Others grabbed 
swords and axes, hefting them in preparation of defending themselves. They felt secure that 
they were far enough away from the fight, but one never knew if their foe had sent a small 
force to them as well. Although they would have to be many to get past the guard squad at 
the door, it was wise to be on the safe side. The commotion was drawing nearer, after all. 

Alazkan was already in the camp. He knew where the generals’ tent was and he was 
determined to battle his way there. Guards and camp followers fell like leaves in autumn try¬ 
ing to stop him, as he sliced, cut, danced, and dodged his way closer, ever closer to his goal. 

He fell upon the guards outside the tent like divine retribution, cutting them apart with artis¬ 
tic grace and great gore. He was fury, he was revenge, he was a force of nature. And now, he 
was bursting through the door. 

The general leveled his crossbow and fired. The bolt drove home with a very final thud. 

While the men in the tent watched Alazkan’s image crumple to the ground and fade, 
Alazkan stepped from the shadows to complete his mission. His doppelganger had done the 
job he was meant to do, distract and confuse, so Alazkan could eliminate his quarry and get 
out alive. The shock generated by his sudden appearance gave his victims no opportunity to 
act before they were all, without exception, dispatched to the vault of their god. Alazkan, 
pleased with how easy it had been, spent the rest of the day having sport with the mages and 
guards, until his allies came and he ran out of quarry. 

As the dust settled and the ground drank blood, the trees and the mist of the Svartalfar 
forests closed over the site of the battle and the little camp. The vermin were purged by poi¬ 
son and traps, and the Svartalfar household could return to order and peace. 

See Also 

Beltane Cycle 


Kidnap 

The watch commander burst into the governor’s bedroom. He stopped, shocked, by the sight 
of the governor’s empty bed. Had everyone sleeping in the city disappeared? But a light snor¬ 
ing from the couch shook him from his fear and he noticed the governor packed under a 






thick blanket on his long couch. 

“Sir Governor!” 

Johan wheeled both his legs, as if he was trying to run away as his body bolted from 
sleep to wakefulness. For a confused second he stared at the elaborate print of the couch back 
as the commander rattled on. 

“Caris Tonie is missing! His parents say that he went to bed early and when they went 
to check on him just after last bell his room was empty.” 

Johan forced himself up into a sitting position and rubbed his eyes. The watch com¬ 
mander was young and easily excited. 

“Commander, calm down. Caris is just a boy, but he is also our most promising proph¬ 
et. Certainly he could foresee anything bad that might happen to him. He probably snuck 
out to meet his friends or some girl.” 

The commander nodded, unwilling to argue with the Governor, but still fearful. 

“Is there more commander?” Johan asked. 

“Yes sir, there was an elven trader who arrived in the city a few days ago. He was stay¬ 
ing in a boarding house not far from the Tonies s home. He is also missing, as well as his sup¬ 
plies and horse.” 

Johan paled, “Elven? Do you mean Ljosalfar or Svartalfar?” 

“He said he was from Evermeet, but we checked with the ambassador and they don’t 
know him.” 

They both stood silently imagining the life of the talented boy they both knew in the 
hands of the Svartalfar. Johan broke the silence. 

“He has been kidnapped.” 

The watch commander nodded, “I believe so sir, I will put together a party.” 

“That hardly seems like an appropriate response.” 

The two stared dumbfounded at each other, “No sir, a search party.” 

Johan nodded, “Oh. Right away commander, we must get him back.” 

Council of EdUd 

An oddity among the religions, the Council of Esus has no disciples, priests, high priests, or 
temples. Instead all of its abilities are practiced by units who worship the religion. Any unit 
that worships Esus can pay to spread religion in a city. That theme, paying for miracles, is 
common in the Council of Esus. 


Deception 

The second most dangerous enemy is the one whose power and influence is vastly superior to 
yours. The most dangerous enemy is the one whose existence you are not aware of. 

—Arian Kothrax, High Councilor 
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Gibbon Goetia 

How many roles have I played? They blur together in my mind. 

I was a victim from the moment my life began. An attacker came for my mother even 
as she gave birth to me. He possessed Garrus, a simple stable boy and used him to sneak up 
through the inn to my parents’room. He tried to get close to my mother, to attack her at her 
most vulnerable. My father fought to stop him. The details are unknown except that a battle 
occurred in the room and my father was struck a mortal blow. With his last breath he uttered 
a holy word that destroyed the spirit possessing Garrus and collapsed the entire inn. 

My mother died in the collapse, my father died from the attack. The stable boy was 
pulled from the rubble, one arm was crushed but he appeared otherwise healthy. My soul fled 



the dying infants form and took home in his newly evacuated body. I was born into the body 
of a teenage boy. 

The innkeeper raised me, teaching me as if I had simply forgotten my life and in a few 
years I served him well. He raised me as he rebuilt the inn. But I always knew that Garrus 
wasn’t my name and I listened intently when those who survived the collapse retold the story. 

We didn’t know much about my parents. But my father wore the yellow robes of a 
priest of the Empyrean. There was a small temple to the god in our city and when I was ready 
I joined their ranks as a disciple. Within the clergy my identity didn’t matter, I was simply a 
child of Lugus. My superiors praised my empathy, questioned my maturity and laughed when 
I said that I thought I was the son of a priest. They claimed no such priest had visited the city 
and considered my thoughts the wishful thoughts of boy with too much imagination. 

My right arm was still crushed, by this point it was shriveled and permanently 
wrapped against my side. When I asked if it could be healed the priests prayed over it, but it 
never got better. Others came and received healing, nobles, merchants, beggars, soldiers. But I 
remained maimed. 

One day in early Aedrini the temple was in an uproar. Priests barked orders, disciples 
scurried about trying to look busy, no one had thought to wake me. After many questions a 
priest finally gave me my answer. 

“Luridus Chalid is coming child, stay out of the way.” 

I began to retreat to my chamber when he yelled after me, “And don’t bother him 
when he arrives!” 

That next day a single man arrived on a dappled grey mare. He rode without an escort 
and though he needed no guards on the road, he could have used some outside of the temple. 
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He was immediately mobbed by well meaning disciples, genuflecting priests and hordes of 
gawking townspeople. He wore the robes of a Luridus and I wondered if my father wore the 
same. 

He spent the next three days in our hastily constructed council chamber. The chamber 
was open for anyone to hear the deliberation and speak in an orderly manner. They discussed 
the town’s role in the Overcouncil, local legislation and a problem with brigands in the area. 

The council meetings always went well into the night, and Chalid attended every dawn 
ceremony. He only had a few hours between to get some sleep. I was hurrying to the dawn 
service one morning when I found him standing alone in the refectory looking out the win¬ 
dows toward the east. The morning bell rung, signaling the dawn ceremony was about to start 
and Chalid turned to find me staring at him. 

“Morning disciple, are you ready to receive our lord’s blessing?” 

I managed to stammer something unintelligible out. Despite that he smiled at me with 
true affection and clasped me on the shoulder. That was the first he noticed my withered arm. 

“Do you have something to ask me?” he said. 

He expected me to ask for healing, but that didn’t matter to me. Instead I asked, 

“What sort of spirit attacked my mother?” 

He put his arm around me and we walked to the sanctuary together. 

“Let me pray about it,” he said. 

The service was exactly like all the others but I paid little attention. Instead I watched 
Chalid. He looked confused as he prayed, sometimes pained, sometimes resigned and I imag¬ 
ined that it had something to do with my question. 

I waited after the service. Chalid spoke briefly with the vicar who had performed the 
service and met a few of the members. And then he left the sanctuary and went into the 
council chambers. 

I spent the day neglecting my duties and waiting outside the council chamber. But just 
past nightfall the town’s warning bells rang out, guards ran through the streets yelling that 
brigands were attacking. 

Everyone flooded out of the temple. At the edge of the town shapes rushed through 
the darkness. Black tipped arrows cut guards down where they writhed screaming in pain. 
Guards brought torches and under the cover of shield men they retook the fortifications 
while the shadows simply moved to attack at another point. 

A voice from the darkness called, “What good is a god that abandons you every night?” 

Chalid ignored the taunt and ordered the men back within the city’s lantern light. He 
alone bounded over the wall and in to the darkness at the city’s edge. His mace glowed faintly 
in the starlight and though we couldn’t see any attackers on the open field we all knew they 
were moving in on him. 

Chalid prayed and an aura of golden fire burst up around his head and dark men 
caught fire on the field, on the walls, and even a few that had snuck into the city. The holy fire 
consumed them and guards rushed in to beat or capture the men. 

But one was not distracted by the fire. It clung to his black armor and that of his steed 
but he rode soundlessly towards Chalid, like a shadow of a dark god stretching out to touch 
him. Chalid raised his mace up, and then back down and the field was lit up as if it was day. 
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A pillar of golden fire, like the sun itself but full of righteous fury, crushed the rider. There 
was a horrific scream and then when the pillar retreated back up into the sky the rider was 
gone. 

I spent the night tending to the guardsmen wounded in the attack. Their wounds fes¬ 
tered from poison and the men passed between fevered dreams and anguish when awake. 
There was little I could do but try to keep their wounds clean and try to make them comfort¬ 
able. Chalid and the priests prayed over the men and some were healed, but too many were 
injured. 

That next morning I returned to my chambers to wash up and change into fresh 
clothes, as did most of the temple. I headed again to the dawn ceremony and found Chalid 
alone again in the refectory looking out towards the east. 

“You saved the town.” It sounded hollow when I said it. Unsuited to the miracle I had 
witnessed. 

“I only had faith that Lugus would protect me, he did everything else.” 

I smiled, the warmth Chalid had shared with me yesterday was gone now. He looked 
troubled but I assumed it was just the events of the long night. I know he hadn’t slept either. 

“Did you find out anything about my mother?” 

Chalid looked at the floor, the morning bells rang though neither of us moved. 

“I should lie to you,” Chalid said, “the mandate of truth is sometimes painful. I am sor¬ 
ry. I won’t lie but I will warn you, it would be better if you did not know.” 

“I want to know.” I argued with more passion than I intended, “Knowledge, truth, rev¬ 
elation are the precepts of Lugus. I should know my own past.” 

“The woman’s name was Magda de’Vala,” Chalid started, “The man wasn’t her husband 
but her guardian, though he was a priest of the Empyrean. The child was prophesied to be a 
great hero, which is why many sought to kill Magda and her baby.” 

He paused, but I only waited for him to continue. 

“The stable boy Garrus died three days before the attack. That which killed Garras, 
that which killed Magda’s guardian and caused the collapse that killed Magda and her baby. 
That was you.” 

I was furious and I rushed out of the refectory. Chalid watched me go then headed 
into the sanctuary. My thoughts went back to those early days, I never felt like I was the sta¬ 
ble boy. And for the first time I questioned my origin. Would a baby’s spirit in a boy’s body be 
able to adapt that quickly? Could even a possessed stable boy be able to overcome a priest of 
Lugus, or was that creature something darker? And was I that creature? 

I stopped in the temple’s infirmary. Except for the wounded it was empty, everyone in 
the temple was in the dawn ceremony despite those lying here near death. There was only one 
man awake, a bandage covered his left thigh. I knelt at his bedside. When I saw the torment 
he was in I forgot a bit of my own. 

“What is your name?” I asked. 

“Abin,” he said, “I’m a jeweler who pretended to be a city guard.” 

That wasn’t unusual. Our city was too small to maintain full time guardsmen so most 
were volunteers with other jobs. 

“Either you are too good at pretending, or not good enough.” 
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He gave me a weak smile. 

“Can I pray for you?” I asked. He nodded. 

I placed my hand on him and closed my eyes. I have seen many healed but I had never 
performed a miracle myself. If I could do this, if I could heal this man and channel the power 
of Lugus then I couldn’t be whatever creature Chalid thought I was. Maybe I was the holy 
child, maybe the attack on Magda de’Vala failed. 

I could feel his labored breath. I could feel his pain, feel his love for his large family of 
nieces and nephews. His quiet store and hours spent working on small intricate jewelry. And 
I felt him die. 

Then I felt the poison strike, it burnt through my body focused on the wound in my 
left thigh. I stepped away from the bed in shock. I was taller and my robes, which were big 
on me, were now tight. And my formerly withered arm was now trapped uncomfortably in its 
folds. 

I loosened the robe and held out my full, strong arm. But it didn’t look like my arm, it 
was the jeweler’s arm. And as I looked at myself I realized that I was identical to the dead 
body of the jeweler that lay in the bed in front of me. And then the poison struck again and 
sent me to my knees. I picked myself up and fled the temple in pain and confusion. 

Pain will drive you mad and it only took a few hours of suffering like this before I 
found a farmer out working in his field. 

“Blind goats Abin!” he said, “what is wrong with you? Why are you wearing a disciple’s 
robes?” 

I threw him to the ground and held him, smashing him once in the face when he tried 
to fight back. I felt for that closeness, I reached out to find everything that he was, and the 
pain drifted away. When I opened my eyes I saw him staring up at his own reflection in hor¬ 
ror. The last I saw him he was running toward his farmhouse, I started running as well. I don’t 
think I have ever stopped. 

I still don’t know what I am. All the roles that I’ve played since then blur together in 
my mind. I’ve gotten better at reading people and worked for a time for an assassin’s guild, 
simply for reading people I touch. During other times I steal the lives of those I wish to 
share. I tried the lavish extravagance of princes and wealthy merchants, but there is little to 
envy them for once you understand how they truly live. The best stolen lives come from the 
simple fathers of large families, those who have the love and respect of everyone in their lives. 
Dump the body of one of those in a shallow grave and I have a few good weeks of fun before 
I become bored and move on to something else. 

Maybe Chalid was right, maybe I am a monster. 

Nightwatch 

I had hoped to settle the argument over the existence of the Council of Esus as a religious 
entity and to put my proof in writing in this tome. Alas, my travels have not proven as pro¬ 
ductive as I foresaw, and even after visiting many cities and living amongst even such reclu¬ 
sive societies as the Svartalfar and the Calabim, I am left with conjectures. I will leave for evi¬ 
dence of my position on this cult, namely that it is real and has numerous adherents, this one 








tale. 


After some time in Gareth Minar I felt myself comfortable enough with the city to 
venture out alone at night. Passing the home of a wealthy man, a foreign trader who oversaw 
a chapter of the Masons Guild, I heard a muffled scream. Peering into the courtyard, I saw 
an assassin crouched over the body of the merchant, sheathing his blade. Unfortunately for 
him, the man’s mistress chose this moment to seek him out, and her scream of horror pierced 
the night. The assassin took to flight, and while I followed with some haste, I soon lost him. 

I came upon the assassin again, though, cornered by men in cloaks armed with short- 
bows. These weren’t the brightly dressed watchmen I had seen at the guardhouse, but they 
seemed to be protecting the city this night. However, the assassin unmasked himself, making 
a sign with his hands. The Nightwatch lowered their weapons and did likewise. Some further 
exchange passed between them and the attacking man was let go on his way. 

This all I would ascribe to mere corruption, were it not for the unnatural darkness and 
chill in the air that accompanied the Nightwatch, and it was only when they left that I no¬ 
ticed that every torch that they passed dimmed entirely, leaving the shadows around them 
untouched. Again, this cannot prove what I have argued before, but it is consistent with the 
few stories we have heard of this “Council of Esus.” 

—From Chapter 6 of Reflections on the State Cults, by Elder Methyl of the Luonnotar 
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Buildings 

Academy 

An academy is a school for advanced learning. It is an important asset for a city and attracts 
both brilliant scholars and the children of wealthy or noble parents, who might then decide 
to settle in the city permanently. The academy could provide a broad, general education to its 
students, or it might concentrate upon a specific subject such as philosophy, mathematics, art, 
natural philosophy (the world and everything in it), or the martial arts. 

Aqueduct 

Khmer Otterfig sat back and admired his handy work, well the work of slaves, but it was his 
guidance and prudent use of the whip that would now bring a new lease of life to Belphe- 
mon.The brutal lines of his Grand Aqueduct—hewn from stone carved from the very moun¬ 
tain that fed it—snaked down, providing fresh, precious, water to the city and brought with 
it nourishment to the warrens that could not have been imagined from festering wells that 
oozed with years of detriment. The filth that some of his brethren would live in! 

Yes, there were others of his kin famed for their leadership in battle, but Otterfig knew 
that they were as nothing without an army and it was he who gave the Clans the means to 
build one. Still, it did bother him that a simple oink like Palpeious—self-proclaimed “War¬ 
lord”—gets a statue for butchering a few humans, and the only thanks he gets for bringing 
fresh water the masses was “It’s cold.” It isn’t easy being green. 



291 








Archery Range 

Many scoffed at Kylorin’s clumsy bow and its thin missiles. They argued that range was of 
little importance when a hunter could sneak close enough to a hare to hit it with a javelin. 
When Kylorin countered that, unlike the hare, the Illians would be throwing javelins back, 
the bows seemed like a much better idea. 

Pheayl looked across the range, his keen eye seeking the target, without taking his eye from 
his quarry he reached for his quiver and withdrew an arrow—avoiding the carefully aligned 
fletchlings that would help guide it. Notching the arrow to his trusty yew bow, he eased it 
back, increasing the tension on the bowstring. Using the mantra taught to him by his hunter 
father, Pheayl closed down unnecessary senses concentrating on his target. His tongue tip 
flicked out, a habit of his that some had dubbed as him tasting the wind direction. Finally he 
relaxed his grip, and watched satisfied as the arrow met its target. 

“Nice aim Pheayl,” Kirim assured him, but addressing the whole company, “.. .but on 
the field of battle you will not be afforded the luxuries of time. At this camp you will unlearn 
the techniques you have developed for hunting quarry. Here you will learn that you are one 
amongst many, that range, speed and firing on mass are more important than individuals 
seeking specific targets. Killing one Goblin twenty yards out will not halt a charge, maiming 
five fifty yards out just might.” 

Bone Palace 

Legend says that a dragon was found so deep in slumber that his scales, teeth and horns were 
removed without him waking. More and more daring hunters stripped pieces from the drag¬ 
on until he died, still locked within his dreams. The flesh was stripped and eaten, the hide 
cured and turned into armor. When only the bones were left, a Doviello warlord made it into 
his palace. 

Over the following centuries, marble towers, battlements, and fortifications were added 
to the palace until the original bones were completely hidden by the new construction, if they 
ever really existed. Those convinced of the legend say that the dragon’s spirit still sleeps and 
that he will one day awake, most likely to destroy those that are living within his bones. 

Bowyers 

Most hunters have sufficient skill to craft and repair their main weapon, a short bow for tak¬ 
ing out game. But for sustained warfare dedicated craftsmen were employed to arm the con¬ 
scripts. These bowmakers were constantly improving their wares, eventually developing the 
long bow, one of the most potent defensive weapons employed on Erebus. 

Burial Mound 

Burial mounds mean different things to different people. Some shudder at the sight of these 
hulking monuments on the edge of a settlement, an eerie reminder of a world where life is 
frequently nasty, brutish, and short. For others, it is a comforting sight. The dead are taken 
care of, respected, remembered. Even in death, there is a sense of community. 
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Courthouse 

Curse those cards! He’d been so close to winning his passage on the earlier ship, when he was 
dealt the Curse of Arawn—particularly sickening as it had followed a Seven of Towers which 
surely would have won him the pot. His luck had been horrendous since then; he’d lost most 
of his winnings on that game, and then spent a lot more drowning his sorrows. He’d then 
been woken with a pail of water, finding himself press-ganged into service on a Galley head¬ 
ing for the unknown lands. After five torturous days of seasickness, Lanun pirates struck, the 
galley was sunk and here he was now—after being washed ashore—in a Svartalfar courtroom 
charged with spying. 

What did he know about these Elves? Civil war was it? Something about Seelie and 
Unseelie Court. Growing up on a farmstead had left him a little vague on world politics. His 
eyes looked around this strange court—pretty grandiose decor, with a sense of opulence, cer¬ 
tainly not the functional style of his Hippus homeland. His eyes fell on a statuette. There was 
something not quite right about it... ah... yes... the scales, tipped with coins. So... Mammon 
has a part to play in this courtroom does he? There were still some coins in his hidden pouch. 
Once he signaled to the bailiff, things began to gather momentum, indeed Mammon had 
obviously provided a slick fast-tracking system as he found himself ushered away from the 
courtroom—at the cost of a few coins—to a private room. 

“It seems you have been a little down on your luck, and would like to... aha... speed 
the courtroom process up, so to speak?” 

“Yes, your honor.” 

“... and you can pay the fine of five coins?” 

“Yes.” 

“Okay... that seems in order. No need for paperwork, I think we can come to a satis¬ 
factory conclusion here and now: Guilty as charged, you hang tomorrow. In Esus we Trust.” 

“.. .but... but the statuette to Mammon?!” 

“Yes, a pretty little thing isn’t it?... and worth its weight in gold I must say” 

When entering a courtroom, effort should be made to check the patron Angel before 
constructing your defense. 

Dancing Bear 

The dancing bear is a popular source of amusement for the people of Erebus, be they evil Veil 
Ritualists or Order Acolytes. Dancing bears can’t be built, a wild bear must be captured, taken 
to a city, and turned into a dancing bear. A carnival is not needed to build the dancing bear, 
and in fact they dislike the competition. 

Dungeon 

Tears and Blood 

No simple bond between man and wife 
Is close to what we together share 
Parents, children, friends for life 
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Those relationships don’t compare 
For what we have is even more rare 
You, my victim, held by chains 
And I, with knives, who brings you pain 

Never more honest than when with me 
You will betray those other loves 
Faithful, focused you will be 
Your trembling lips will kiss my glove 
As if I am your god above 
We will share what you hold dear 
Those hidden thoughts only I will hear 

As lovers joined in rapt delight 
So we will be upon my boards 
But where their devotion lasts a night 
My pains will keep you bound for more 
More fierce than any common whore 
The world will slip away from us 
For torture is more intense than lust 



When finally our dance is through 
And you have shown your heart to me 
A yearning will return to you 
A desire to inflict misery 
To return to our sweet fantasy 
For all else is subdued by suffering 
Tears and blood are true intimacy 
—A Svartalfar torturer’s rhyme 


Elder Council 


During the Age of Ice, it was uncommon for anyone to live for very long. The chaos and de¬ 
struction cut many lifespans short, and many of the older men grew powerful as they aged, 
attracting to themselves even more hostile attention. Nevertheless, there were those who sur¬ 
vived, and often they would gather into councils of their own. There, issues concerning the 
community would be discussed and debated, and the council would offer the community the 
advice that the wisdom of their age had provided them. 

There were many different elder councils, some of them choosing their membership 
simply by age, while others demanded additional merits. Sometimes elder councils would 
consist of people too old to otherwise partake in the daily activities of the community, while 
sometimes the majority was made up of relatively young, active people. Sometimes the coun¬ 
cils would be entirely supported by the community and sometimes the members would still 
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need to earn their own living. Sometimes the councils would only include members of certain 
professions while others accepted everyone, and so on. No two elder councils were ever ex¬ 
actly the same. 

Eventually the Age of Ice passed but the tradition of elder councils remained, their 
membership slowly growing more exclusive as the average longevity increased. Lately they 
have been growing unpopular, with some of the younger upstarts claiming that the elders 
frown on any new cultural developments, preferring to uphold only the old traditions. Yet 
nobody can dispute that the councils remain an important resource for many communities, 
helping look at problems and issues from a perspective that no youngling could ever have. 

Gambling House 

Gambling houses are full of assorted dice, card, and board games. Some even host pits for an¬ 
imal fights or darker pleasures. The Khazad are known to host rat races while Sheaim adepts 
summon minor creatures to battle against each other. 

But one thing is similar across all of them, their most popular game, Somnium. Played 
on cards among the Balseraphs, on tiles by the Elohim and on crude patched of dried leather 
by the Clan of Embers the game has permeated all layers of Erebus. That’s not to say that 
house rules don’t exist, Overlord faithful often offer extra points for Cups cards, followers of 
Kilmorph often make Tower cards immune to stealing. Be regardless of the specific rules the 
game remains a fascination for kings and peasants and nearly every gambling house hosts a 
few men praying desperately to avoid death and turn over the 7 of the suit they are missing. 

Great Library 

The great library was one of the two most important libraries of the ancient world. The li¬ 
brary attempted to obtain copies of all scrolls of any consequence, and eventually contained 
over 700,000 volumes. 

Great Lighthouse 

The Pharos was a marble watchtower and lighthouse estimated to be 300 feet high, the pri¬ 
mary function of the lighthouse was to guide approaching ships to the harbor on an other¬ 
wise unmarked coast. Some civilizations burned fires on the top of the tower and some used 
mirrors to reflect sunlight. Since ships rarely sailed along coasts at night, there was little need 
for the lighthouse after dark. 

Guild of Hammers 

The Guild of Hammers is a beautiful and ornate structure, built of stone and marble, and 
topped by a golden dome measuring over 100 feet in diameter. An extremely difficult engi¬ 
neering challenge, the dome has collapsed several times during its existence. Four graceful 
towers stand at the corners of the building. The interior of the building is a marvelous space 
of columns and arches extending up to the dome, which appears almost to float atop the 







building. The interior is sheathed in colored marble and golden mosaics depicting legendary 
scenes and images of kings. 



Hall of Kings 


The beauty of the Hall of Kings has long served as a testament to the mixture of strong re¬ 
ligious beliefs and the love of art shared by the people of the Age of Rebirth. Few visitors to 
the Hall of Kings have failed to be moved by the artists dedication to his subject, or his feel¬ 
ing for the nature of human struggle, suffering, and spiritual triumph. 


Harbor 

“What cha doin’ Otis?” 

“Sittin’in the mornin’sun.” 

“Got any plans for the day?” 

“HI be sittin’when the evenin’come.” 

“Why is that, what’s the appeal?” 

“Watching the ships roll in.” 

“But what about after that’s done?” 

“Then I watch 'em roll out again.” 

“You must really like watching ships.” 

“I like not working today.” 

“What about when the ships are docked?” 

“Then I watch the tide roll away.” 

“Shouldn’t you be getting to work?” 

“If you check back tomorrow I may.” 

“The foreman won’t be happy to hear... “ 

“What do you think he’ll say?” 

[song repeats] 

—Lanun rowing and drinking song, usually sung by two groups with one group singing the 
Otis part and the other the “Urlman” part. 

Herbalist 

Many scoff at the superstitious herbalists who rely more on traditional cures and recipes than 
any true understanding of nature or medicine. Still, when seriously injured, even the most 
skeptical warrior gladly accepts the herbalists care and dutifully rubs, drinks or smokes what¬ 
ever the herbalist prescribes. 


Hermetic Sanctuary 

In a world of magic there is little privacy. Assassins lurk in shadows and floating eyes peer 
wherever their summoners desire. Councils are watched, thoughts are read, illusionists mas¬ 
querade as couriers and warlords. But there are runes which protect from scrying, those that 
keep eyes at bay and marks that reveal the true form of anyone that passes through their 
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light. 

These interlinked runes cover the outer surface of the hermetic sanctuary, powerful 
enough to halt all known spells and some even Kylorin doesn’t recognize. The stone blocks of 
the sanctuary weren’t created in this age, but discovered and put together like a giant puzzle. 

The runes were used to determine how the blocks fit together. Once completed the sanctuary 
provides a place safe from scrying, maybe even from the sight of Mulcarn himself. 

Heroic Epic 

Be they from the Age of Ice, the Age of Magic, or all the way back to the Age of Dragons, 
these stories are about men that became legends. They encourage all that hear them, and 
make their hearers strive to be more than they currently are. 

Infirmary 

A place of healing, a good infirmary not only helps the wounded heal faster but it keeps the 
population from getting sick, making for a healthier city. Few knew that to gain this knowl¬ 
edge corpses were dissected and researched. While grotesque, it was far kinder than the II- 
lians’ method of study—they used living Doviello scouts. 

I stare out the window a lot now. Outside there are children playing, laughing, running, and 
chasing each other. They will never know war. They will never know sacrifice, and I am grate¬ 
ful for that. To see the sun rise and fall, and never understand loss like mine is a beautiful and 
tragic thing. 

My nurse comes regularly to me, to tend to my leg, and to ask if my other still feels 
like it’s there. It does sometimes. I dream that I wander through our old house, your golden 
hair shining in the sunlight and lightening my heart. I chase you in my dreams, through our 
fields in Yullda pass, and ride our horses together. I know those days are gone. I know you’ve 
found someone new, and I am happy for you. I expect her to love you as I did. 

Your mother visited me once, and cried for me. Tell her not to worry, there are worse 
here than I. 

Inn 

The hustle and bustle of a city inn sets it apart from its countryside relative where benches 
have often warped to fit the posterior of its regular host. It serves much the same function— 
acting as a place to unwind and as a community center—but the fiddle doesn’t always stop 
when a new face appears. 

The city inn serves other, less expected functions though: it is a center for business—le¬ 
gitimate or not, it is a place where new contacts are made, a center for the spread of infor¬ 
mation and new, or imported, ideas. True, some of those ideas are quickly passed over with a 
clearer head the next morning, some of the information is “beer talk,” and some of the con¬ 
tacts are best left forgotten, but there are few other places where an Amurite could meet a 
Balseraph where they are not (necessarily) swinging a sword at each other. 

Contacts are set up, palms are greased, and the business of running a city—and even an . 
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empire—is made. 

—Extract from a recently recovered University dissertation: “A Treatise of the City Inn: the 
Wheels of Empire,” by Kandros Fir 

Kennel 

Domesticated wolves serve many functions within a community. They serve as faithful com¬ 
panions, strengthen hunting parties and add their teeth and ears to the city’s defense. 

Lighthouse 

A lighthouse is a tower constructed on the shoreline, usually near a harbor or busy water¬ 
way. A powerful light sits atop the tower, making the structure visible to mariners for miles 
around. Lighthouses are built to mark the location of rocks and shoals or other hazards in the 
dead of night or midst of storms. Before the invention of radar, electricity, and global posi¬ 
tioning systems, any vessel sailing near the shore ran a risk of running into such hazards and 
sinking. Naturally, sailors preferred to sail to destinations that had a method of marking these 
perils, so harbors with lighthouses flourished. 

The original “lighthouse” was probably a bonfire lit by villagers to guide the village’s 
fishing vessels back to harbor at night. Over time people realized that the fires could be seen 
much farther away if they were built atop platforms or towers. Further improvements were 
made as technology advanced; mirrors were built to direct the light in the desired directions 
and oil lamps replaced the more dangerous bonfires. 

Market 

Early markets were little more than a place for trappers and farmers to trade goods. They 
boost the city’s gold output, but reduce the research rate as the citizens pursue financial goals 
instead of longer-term efforts. 

Pagan Temple 

“The priests of Sirona tell you to show compassion, to give to those who are suffering. But 
Temeluchus requires more devotion than that. We cannot appease our guilt by dropping a 
few coins into a beggar’s cup and then return to our own lavish homes. To truly share the 
burden we must suffer as the least among us. We must become as poor as the beggar, as weak 
as the sick, and as helpless as our own prisoners. 

How can you fear suffering when there are those just outside your door that do it every 
day? It is better for you to bleed with them than to live above them!” 

The crowd cheered. They were a mix of voluntary poor and the normal Patrian lower 
class, those that had attended before and those hearing the message for the first time. Some 
of the devout began to break open rough sores along their arms, allowing their blood to flow 
down onto their hands. Most had done it so many times that their forearms were stained 
brown. 

Laroth was still disgusted by that part of the religion, but compared to the trials of 
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f physical pain giving a few more gold coins seems a small loss. The man who isn’t willing to 
sacrifice his blood gives more gold in guilty compensation, and the man willing to destroy his 
own flesh will give everything he owns without thought. 

As they had many times before the crowd quickly filled Laroth’s donation plates. 
Laroth stayed after, talking to the fanatical that regaled him with increasingly horrific stories 
of their own self-mutilation. Laroth made no comment to his own suffering, though most 
supposed it was great and they enviously eyed the dark stains that slipped from his robe and 
covered up both of his hands. Though they had no idea it was only the stains from a daily 
wash of beet juice. There was no reason to make sacrifices to a god Laroth made up himself. 

When the crowd was finally gone there were only two left in the small shrine to Teme- 
luchus, a man in a deep green cloak, and an odd boy sitting beside him who wore a pumpkin- 
colored shirt. The boy was thin, awkward and unwilling to meet Laroth’s gaze when he 
looked at him. The man was powerfully built, and his clothes were richly detailed. Laroth was 
surprised he didn’t notice him during the sermon, as he had a talent for noticing wealthy lis¬ 
teners, though Laroth sensed a greater power in him than just his wealth. 

The richly appointed man lowered the hood of his cloak to reveal his face. It was an 
easy one to recognize as it was on statues all across Patria. It was the Patrian king, Kylorin. 

“My king,” Laroth stammered. “I am honored that you would grace this small temple 
ofTemeluchus.” 

“The honor is mine, you are a powerful speaker and I found your sermon inspirational.” 
He answered. Then after a pause he added, “Wasn’t this a shrine to Arawn a few weeks ago?” 

Laroth pretended to think as Kylorin rose and walked up to the front. The boy fol¬ 
lowed in his shadow. 

“Yes, I believe it was. Though why the fine citizens of Patria would want to throw gold 
into graves is beyond me. I think the priest was just keeping the donations for himself.” 

“Indeed,” Kylorin said with a smile. 

Laroth suddenly remembered he was talking to the king and added a quick, “Yes, I 
mean, of course your majesty.” And then gave a slight bow. 

The boy scoffed, rolling his eyes at the genuflecting preacher. 

Laroth raised his head to smile at the boy, that smile that had won over so many. 
Laroth wasn’t an attractive man, he was spindly and bookish even in his late twenties. But 
men and women alike couldn’t help but feel calm and comforted by his presence. 

But that was not how the boy reacted. The boy became enraged and leapt at Laroth. 
Laroth was so surprised that stepped back and tripped over the short railing around the altar 
sending both of them tumbling down in a clumsy pile of knees and elbows. 

“You’re a donkey, you’re a donkey,” the boy yelled irrationally. 

In the confusion those words were all that Laroth could hear, feel or see. The world 
melted away until that was the only concept left in it. Laroth brayed loudly at the attacking 
boy, then rolling over onto all fours he began kicking wildly. His second kick caught the boy 
in the stomach and knocked him back over the railing where Kylorin caught him. 

“Henri! Stop it!” the king yelled. 

The delusion of being a donkey disappeared and Laroth found himself hunched on all 
i fours by the altar. He hadn’t been physically changed, but for those few seconds he truly be- 
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lieved he was a donkey. Embarrassed, he picked himself up. 

“That boy, he did something to me!” Laroth said. 

Henri smiled, though his ribs still hurt he really enjoyed the sight of the braying and 
bucking preacher. 

“Perhaps,” Kylorin said. “Though it could be said that you attacked him first.” 

Laroth didn’t comment. 

Kylorin continued, “You convert a lot of people to your god. Many disciples go out and 
try to spread the message you have given them. They repeat your sermons but few convert to 
them. And after you leave a town the faithful always drift off and forget your message. Men 
so devoted that some punish themselves to the point of death gradually turn back to normal 
lives. Have you ever wondered why?” 

Laroth winced when Kylorin mentioned the deaths. It was unfortunate that some took 
the message too far. Especially those who were closest to him, the longer he stayed in one 
area the more likely the fanatical deaths were. That was why he moved from city to city every 
few months. 

“I assume that I am blessed by Temeluchus. That I am the one he has chosen to spread 
his message.” 

The boy scoffed again. Kylorin had stopped smiling. 

“That cannot be,” Kylorin said, “because Temeluchus isn’t real. You made him up. So 
then why do people so eagerly convert to your message, and ignore it from others?” 

“Temeluchus is a great god, during the Godswar he...” Laroth started, ready to defend 
his god as he did many times to visiting priests and fanatics of other religions. 

Kylorin interrupted, “Your son, didn’t he serve as an acolyte in your services?” 

Laroth felt his passionate defense melt away, he only nodded to the question. 

“He was young,” Kylorin said, “eleven or twelve years old. You were training him in 
your craft, teaching him to evangelize as you do. You had even told him the truth, that there 
was no Temeluchus, so that he wouldn’t be in danger. What happened to his mother?” 

Laroth looked at the ground, unwilling to meet the king’s eyes. “She was one of my 
first converts, I was really little more than a boy myself at the time. She died in worship to 
Temeluchus.” 

“So you raised your son on your own until he was old enough to work for you. He 
must have heard hundreds of sermons. But you thought that if he knew the truth, he would 
be safe. But even though you told him the truth, even though he saw you pocket the dona¬ 
tions every night, even though he listened to you laugh at the gullible worshippers that came 
to your sermons, he still believed. And in secret he was worshipping Temeluchus. But you 
didn’t know until you found him dead.” 

Laroth broke down, dropping his head into his hands he sobbed and his sorrow flood¬ 
ed out of him, through the shrine and out into the city. Henri was also overcome and started 
crying as did many within blocks of the temple. 

Kylorin braced himself. He was guarded from the energy Laroth was radiating but 
even he hadn’t expected how unintentionally powerful the preacher was. Kylorin knew 
Laroth had an amazing talent for spirit magic, that he would make a powerful archmage, but 
he hadn’t expected it to flow so easily from the bookish preacher. Even through Kylorin’s pro 
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f tections he felt the grip of his own sadness, though he quickly pushed it away. 

Kylorin placed a hand on Henri’s shoulder, breaking the spell and the boy recovered 
from his sobs. Though angry, Henri was too exhausted by the flood of emotion and simply sat 
down in the front pew. 

In a few minutes Laroth regained his composure. 

“Why did you keep preaching after your sons death?” Kylorin asked, unwilling to let 
the painful subject go. 

“I stopped for a while,” Laroth answered, wiping off his face with the sleeve of his robe. 
“But I’m not suited to be a farmer or cobbler. It’s really all I do well. What else do I have to 
lose?” 

Kylorin and Laroth talked for the rest of the night. Kylorin explained magic, explained 
Laroth’s power and offered him the opportunity to learn to control it. By morning the shrine 
I was empty, though it would quickly be adopted by some random cult or religion, the worship 
of Temeluchus was over. 


Pillar of Chains 

The citizens marched into the city plaza picketing and demanding the liberties their neigh¬ 
bors possessed. They chanted and screamed at the palace as Flauros watched from his bal¬ 
cony. For hours they demonstrated, becoming bolder as the day went on, and more citizens 
joined. 

The Moroi stood their posts, they didn’t threaten or seem aware of the horde of vio¬ 
lent protestors before them. The citizens toppled statues in the plaza, destroyed benches and 
shook the palace gates and still Flauros waited. 

A wave of euphoria struck the crowd, they had risen up and Flauros hadn’t responded. 
They were not powerless, they weren’t afraid, Flauros was afraid of them. This thought intoxi¬ 
cated them, generations of the Calabim have suffered without complaint or voice, complacent 
in their fear. But their fear was gone now, they were a new people united against their cruel 
aristocracy. 

The sun dipped into the horizon, bathing the protestors in the reds and oranges of 
early night. Lengthening the shadows of the buildings until they reached out across the plaza 
like dark teeth on the worn granite cobblestones. For a heartbeat the angry wild cries of the 
protestors stopped as the shadows covered them, there was silence in the plaza. Then came 
the screams. 

In the morning, where there once was graceful statues and benches there was now a gi¬ 
ant pillar of granite, iron and blood. Hundreds of barbed chains were woven around the tow¬ 
er and held fast by those chains were all those that protested the day before. Most were torn 
bodies ripped to pieces and hung on the chains, but a few still lived and writhed within its 
grasp. 

Flauros would often stand on his balcony and admire what he called the Rose of Pre¬ 
spur. With its thorns and blood-stained top it almost seemed as such. Regardless of its artis¬ 
tic merits the people of Prespur never protested again. 
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Shipyard 

A shipyard (or dockyard) is a place where ships and boats are built and repaired. Any civiliza¬ 
tion that is interested in producing effective naval power will need to construct shipyards. For 
obvious reasons, shipyards must be built by the sea (or on large rivers) to allow ships to enter 
and leave. Shipyards require both a good natural harbor and a great deal of organization in 
order to ensure the efficient production of ships. In fact, ships were among the first items to 
be built using factory-style organization. 

Shrine of the Champion 

They passed solemnly by the body. The priests had done their best to hide the hideous state of 
the deceased, but it was clear that his death had been very painful. Women sobbed, and even 
hardened warriors swallowed hard and had to look away. The invasion had been stopped, and 
just in time. The only walls surrounding the city now were the piles of corpses, every enemy 
slain, but the cost... The best of them lay defeated. 

The priest spoke movingly of honor, of valor, of sacrifice. He collected donations for a 
monument, planned a meeting to decide on the form. Then the people turned to rebuild their 
city and their lives. 

A rider appeared. He spoke quickly to the priest, then yelled to the crowd. “A second 
wave approaches! The enemy will be here in hours!” 

A cry of despair arose. “Then it was for naught!” one old woman said. “We are doomed 
after all...” “We must flee the city with our lives!” called out another. 

As the townspeople began to do just that, one lone man shouted out, “No!” He strode 
up next to the body of their hero. “Is this why he died? So we could run, and live like beaten 
dogs? What is it you said, priest? ‘His courage is an example to us all; his valor shall be as a 
scale against us; his sacrifice allows us to carry on in his stead...’ Carry on crying? NO! To 
carry on fighting! You asked for a memorial, my friends?” The man unsheathed his sword. 
“This is all the ‘memorial’ my savior needs—a strong arm and a sharp blade to carry on his 
work, to carry on to completion! Let us fight or die as he did—this is the Shrine to the 
Champion!” 

Another blade was raised with his, in defiance of their oncoming foe. Then another, 
then a score, then a hundred, then a thousand. 

Siege Workshop 

It was the greatest toy I have ever seen, with no head and only one great arm. It threw huge 
stones like they were only snowballs, but even further. Up up up they went, then down down 
down. No one could throw stones that far, not even ogres or giants. They went so high they, 
were like tiny pebbles. But when Aneg tried to catch one... well, he made the most amazing 
splat. 

—Frostling warrior describing a catapult 





Smokehouse 

In the frozen tundra of the Age of Ice people rarely had to worry about preserving their meat 
for the future, for the incredibly low temperatures could keep most foodstuffs in stasis for an 
indefinite period. In the rare cases where hunters caught more meat than they could carry 
on their backs, they usually dug a hole a few feet deep and deposited it there, where the cold 
kept it fresh and several heavy boulders prevented scavengers. Once they lost this natural 
refrigeration in the Age of Rebirth though, they had to relearn how to properly treat meat 
against rot, generally by drying and smoking it as it hung from the rafters of a special smoke¬ 
house. 

They thought Kylorin was mad when he ordered they build a structure to store their extra 
food. Extra anything was unheard of; extra food was unimaginable. They would gorge them¬ 
selves on successful hunts and fast between. Armies couldn’t grow any larger than what they 
could feed from hunting as they traveled, a few dozen men at the most. 

But Kylorin rationed the food, storing as much as possible so that everyone could eat 
and the armies had enough to travel and wage war. When there wasn’t enough for both, Ky¬ 
lorin made sure the army was fed even though Amurite citizens starved and died. He mourn¬ 
ed those few that passed, but if the army was weak then they all died. 

Stable 

Few imagined that the wild stallions that roamed Erebus could be tamed. But there was 
some remaining memory of the loyal warhorses they had once been, of the undying bond be¬ 
tween man and horse. When the first horseman of the Age of Ice thundered across the tun¬ 
dra it was an echo of an earlier time and the return of the warrior’s closest companion. 

Summer Palace 

This collection of imperial structures stands as a testament to architectural ingenuity and 
aesthetics. Ornamental gardens, terraces and fountains surround the magnificent structure. 
Although the correct title for the building is the Imperial Palace, it is more widely known as 
the “Forbidden” Palace because ordinary people are barred from entering its grounds. With a 
160-foot moat and walls 30 feet tall, there is little chance that they will get inside unwanted. 
The Forbidden Palace is enormous; it occupies 170 acres and contains 8,706 rooms. An esti¬ 
mated eight to ten thousand people live inside the palace to serve the needs of the emperor. 

Tavern 

There are hundreds of different kinds of taverns across Erebus, some quiet and comfortable, 
others violent and dangerous. But the most interesting lies in the sewers beneath Alexandria 
and is called “The Pit.” It only opens at night, when the curfew keeps the honorable inside 
their homes and those with more exotic tastes sneak to and from the labyrinth of sewer pas¬ 
sages to get to the Pit. 

Within everyone wears masks, the common folk wear black hoods while the rich often 
sport lavish demon masks set with valuable stones and gold. Masks set with fake gems and 
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painted to look like valuable metals allow a commoner to masquerade as a noble, and a sim¬ 
ple black burlap sack with eyeholes allows a high priest to find lurid pleasures without being 
noticed. 

There are various forms of debauchery practiced in the Pit, but the most renown is the 
Chorus of Hell. Within the deepest hell there are wastes filled with the souls of those who 
committed suicide. These souls are gathered by demons and forced to lament eternally as it 
pleases the lord of despair. The Chorus of Hell is a single man who is able to channel this 
music. As he stands on the Pit’s sunken stage sounds too horrific and beautiful for a single 
voice pour through him into the room. The effect is entrancing and those who hear it find it 
haunts them for weeks and months afterwards. More than a few people have committed sui¬ 
cide themselves after hearing the song. The truly depraved never miss a performance. 

Theatre 

“I’m sure you’ve seen the play before, I hope the Elohim performance was enjoyable for you.” 

A courtier refilled Ethne’s wine glass. She and Dain were both seated at the end of a 
long table where noblemen, diplomats, actors and other artists were all starting a magnificent 
feast to celebrate the performance. Ethne smiled and spoke easily with the courtier, calling 
him by his first name and treating him as a friend, not a servant, as she did with everyone. 

“It was a beautiful play,” Dain answered, “and although many perform the same play it 
is always interesting to see how each empire adds or changes the story to suit their tastes. But 
I must say that yours was the most beautiful, and without any of the illusions that we Amu- 
rites use in our shows.” 

“The tailors struggled to compare to the beauty of the painters, the painters with our 
talented musicians, and our musicians with Sidney, our lovely lead. If only life were really that 
beautiful.” 

“And as full of jealousy and heartlessness?” Dain quipped. 

Ethne’s brow furrowed a bit at the comment. Dain instantly regretted it. He was here 
to firm up the diplomacy between their countries, something that would be required in the 
coming days. He needed the Elohim to go to war with the Infernal and had hoped to find an 
ally in the young queen, but now he worried that she was too compassionate to do what the 
world required, to go to war. 

“I saw a lot of hope in the story,” Ethne responded after some thought, “eventually the 
tale ends well for everyone, especially for our humble heroine.” 

“Perhaps. The story dates back to the Patrian empire, and it’s interesting to see what 
has been changed in the Elohim version. It speaks well of the Elohim’s gentle nature and 
kindness.” 

“What has been changed from the original?” Ethne asked. 

The meal was served rich in butter and creams over vegetables and light on meat. Dain 
realized why Valledia hated these trips, as she was very fond of flanks of beef found in the 
Bannor and Hippus lands. She even enjoyed drinking and feasting with the Khazad, who 
Dain had little tolerance for. 

“For one,” Dain said trying to capture a small potato on the end of his fork, “That 
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wasn’t her name. Her step-sisters made her work in the kitchen all day, including cleaning the 
chimney, which left her covered with black soot and cinders. And earned her the name they 
used to tease her.” 

“Cinderella,” Ethne said. 

“Right. And there was no carriage or fairy godmother. A tree grew on the grave of her 
mother, watered by her tears. Two birds in that tree brought her the dress and slippers. And 
at the end when the step-sisters tried to fit into the slipper one cut off her toe to fit into the 
slipper and the other cut off a portion of her heel.” 

Ethne’s eyes widened and others at the table quieted. The Elohim were wonderful 
hosts, but they weren’t accustomed to talk of graves or mutilation at dinner. Dain thought 
again that he had gone too far and considered enchanting the pastries and causing them to 
dance around the table to draw attention from the conversation. 

“What does it say about the Patrians that they would tell the story so?” Ethne asked. 

Dain considered his answer carefully. 

“I think they loved the idea of the oppressed young maiden eventually being rewarded 
for her trials just as we do. But where we see a perfect solution that sets things right in the 
fairy godmother, they saw an option that was full of sorrow and hope in the birds. And where 
our story teaches that forgiveness and compassion transform everyone, even the wicked step¬ 
sisters are forgiven by the girl and go on to marry lords, the ancient version has them pun¬ 
ished for their actions. The Patrians wanted to teach the audience that good people will earn 
their rewards, though they may have to suffer in the process. And that wicked people can not 
avoid their punishment indefinitely.” 

“Which version to you like better?” 

By this point, though the rest of the table pretended to be absorbed in their soup, 
breads or examining their wine goblets they were all straining to hear the conversation. It was 
no longer about the play, though a few actors still thought it was, but about the war against 
the Infernal. 

“I wish that the current version could be true, but it is not that world that I am familiar 
with. I find it easier to laugh, cry and celebrate with the Cinderella in the Patrian story. And I 
would rather my children knew that there is sorrow in the world, and they can stand through 
it, rather than be surprised and unable to cope when they find it on their own.” 

Ethne’s eyes were so perfectly blue that it almost seemed they had based the color of 
their flag on them. “Do you know why I became queen?” Ethne asked. 

“No,” Dain answered, “only that your people love you above all others.” 

“It is because I have seen the disparity in the world, the hatred, the intolerance. I do 
not believe in a perfect world, but I want to make it so.” 

“In that you have the full support of the Amurites,” Dain answered. He had hoped that 
he was being subtle but Ethne was more clever than he gave her credit for. 

Courtiers began to clear the plates and the table fell back into talk more appropri¬ 
ate for dinner. Dain went down and personally congratulated Sidney, who was dressed in a 
beautiful blue and yellow dress, and the rest of the actors for their fine performance. They 
swooned in the compliments of the legendary archmage, and beamed when he offered to host 
their performance in Cevedes if they would visit. 
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Ethne talked with the visiting diplomats and other guests. She was genuinely happy 
for news of new births and marriages and gave sincere condolences with any news of loss or 
hardship. She gave her heart and complete attention to each person she met and it was im¬ 
possible not to be amazed by her. 

As the guests began to leave she stood by Dain thanking each person for coming. 
When everyone but a few personal retainers was gone she asked Dain, “In your story, I as¬ 
sume the Amurites are Cinderella and the wicked step-sisters are the Infernal?” 

“Yes,” Dain answered. 

“And are the Elohim supposed to be the birds? Your supernatural ally against the In¬ 
fernal?” 

“Yes.” 

She nodded, then thanked Dain for coming. They were to meet again in the morning 
to discuss treaties and she knew Dain would request that they declare war on the Infernal. 

As Dain walked away Ethne called after him, “What happened to the step-sisters at 
the end of the Patrian story?” 

Dain smiled grimly, “The birds pecked out their eyes.” 

Training Yard 

Men do not need to learn how to fight. In this age they wont survive childhood if they don’t 
learn that lesson on their own. A training yard teaches them how to fight together. It changes 
them from a chaotic band of warriors, rushing the enemy only to be broken into dozens of 
individual fights, into a that fights as one. A man can only guard from one direction at a time 
he grows tired and weak, adrenaline fades. But a well trained conserves its strength, protects 
each other and can survive throughout an entire battle. 

Trophy Halls 

Kylorin knew that men were capable of far more than they believed of themselves. The tribes’ 
legends of the Illians and Doviello had made them into something more than human. Ac¬ 
cording to those legends the Doviello could transform into wolves and dead Illians were res¬ 
urrected every morning by their god. 

How are mere men supposed to summon the courage to battle creatures like this? To 
give the Amurites faith in their own ability Kylorin built the trophy halls. Whenever a new 
creature was slain a symbol of that victory was put in the hall. By the end of the Age it con¬ 
tained Doviello weapons, captured Illian relics, and the heads of creatures of all types. It was 
impossible to visit the hall and not be impressed with the power of the Amurites. 

Well 

A well is more than a source of freshwater, it is the center of a community. During attacks 
it is closely guarded and during the rare mild day neighbors meet by it to share stories and 
laughs. 
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Civics clnd Technologies 

Agrarianism 

Even after the death of Sucellus nature was not completely lost. Farmers mirrored the actions 
of the gods by creating order out of chaos and life from the fertile earth. 

Ancient Chants 

Through the haze of icy generations, memories of glory remain. Passed down in stories, po¬ 
ems, chants, and rituals is the sum of all a people s heritage. Ancient heroes inspire people to 
dream beyond their dreary existence, giving just enough impetus to daily tasks to ensure an 
opportunity to try the impossible. If the Amurites meet their destiny and overthrow the di¬ 
vine tyrant, their stories will inspire future generations for all time. 

Animal Handling 

Few of the animals of Erebus survived the coming of the ice age, but those few were naturally 
the strongest, fiercest and most well-disposed for harsh conditions. However, these traits are 
seldom seen in animals with a friendly attitude towards humanity, and as a natural conse¬ 
quence it became necessary for the remaining humans to make great efforts to make the ani¬ 
mals understand that submission was required of them. 

Apprenticeship 

Great institutions of learning passed knowledge to eager scholars in ages past. Sages and pu¬ 
pils are too much of an economic drain to sustain in these harsh times, but that doesn’t mean 
education is neglected. The blacksmith and the butcher both need an intellectual heir, and a 
system of apprenticeship is the surest way to insure one. 

Bowyers 

Let fly these feathered messengers, harbingers of better times, those that speak for common 
men and punish lords for unjust crimes. 

—Chronicles of the Wind 


Domesticate Mammoths 

Mammoths are the strongest and hardiest creatures of the Age of Ice, so it makes sense to try 
and train them for use in war and peace. Mammoth training is not without its risks, though 
- these house-sized kings of the tundra do not always take kindly to instruction. 

I will remember what I was. I am sick of rope and chain. 

I will remember my old strength and all my forest affairs. 

I will not sell my back to man for a bundle of sugar-cane. 

I will go out to my kind, and the wood-folk in their lairs. 








I will go out until the day, until the morning break— 

Out to the wind’s untainted kiss, the water’s clean caress— 

I will forget my ankle-ring and snap my picket-stake. 

I will revisit my lost loves and my playmates masterless! 

Exploration 

To the uninitiated, all the world is a blank white slate. Scouts find the wilderness a dizzying 
maze until they learn which landmarks will stay and which will vanish in the next blizzard. 
Builders must discover new techniques for road that accounts for large amounts of melting 
snow to facilitate trade between cities, upon this knowledge allowed the Amurites to build an 
empire from which to challenge the God-King Mulcarn. 

Hidden Paths 

There’s no sign of us here that our enemy sees 
Only whispering leaves in the shade of the trees 
—Excerpt from ancient elven poem 

Inquisition 

Ximinez: So you think you are strong because you can survive the soft cushions. Well, we 
shall see. Biggies! Put her in the Comfy Chair! 

[They roughly push her into the Comfy Chair] 

Ximinez [with a cruel leer]: Now—you will stay in the Comfy Chair until lunch time, with 
only a cup of coffee at eleven, [aside, to Biggies] Is that really all it is? 

Biggies: Yes, lord. 

Ximinez: I see. I suppose we make it worse by shouting a lot, do we? Confess, woman. Con¬ 
fess! Confess! Confess! Confess! 

Biggies: I confess! 

Ximinez: Not you! 

Knowledge of the Ether 

Knowledge of the Ether is the knowledge of creation, of the bindings that stitch together the 
dominions of the angels of creation. Clever wizards would one day learn to use this knowl¬ 
edge to twist creation to their will. In the Age of Ice, man never had a chance to fully utilize 
this power, power that could bring life to the deserts or death to one’s enemies. 


Mageocracy 


Far from the arcane councils that dominated the previous age, Mageocracy in this age was 
leadership by the most educated and a deep cultural focus on research. A leadership by the 
wise instead of those with magical gifts. In the following age this trend would reverse, but 
now a man was judged by his wisdom and knowledge, not by his ability to conjure fire. 
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Military Strategy 

T Careful planning and tactics allows units to better respond to an enemy’s weaknesses. Wise 
commanders can employ these tactics to allow under-armed and outnumbered troops to tri¬ 
umph. 

Nomadic 

Kylorin attempted to gather cities in a world that barely supported villages. With so many to 
feed one solution was to return partly to the nomadic lifestyle that many were accustomed to. 
Under Kylorin’s guidance small bands were able to sustain themselves, and due to their rough 
lifestyle were often available for military recruitment. 

Precision 

Children, I bid thee, fly to your friends; 

Swiftly and proudly, the dance never ends. 

One should meet up with the eye for a start, 

And one should be able to reach for the heart. 

One should greet the horse, by way of its neck, 

And one should hail the rider, first to his leg. 

One should carry a great gift to the throat, 

And one seek the page by the side of the road. 

One should be casting its glance at the jaw, 

And the last is set in the first head that it saw. 

—”A Hail of Arrows”, old elvish nursery rhyme 

Rites of Remembrance 

One of the greatest fears in this dark time is of an anonymous death, alone in the cold. Paper 
doesn’t last long, and stone takes too long to carve everyone’s story. Rituals fill this void. Once 
the idea of calendars and rites of remembrance are rediscovered, names and events are passed 
down in story form, and repeated annually to link each of the deceased perpetually to their 
people. 

Rob Grave 

In a graveyard the deceased appear as they wished to be, and not as they actually were. A 
stone inscribed, “Maria Ghouls, devoted wife of Paulus and loving mother of Henri,’’ignores 
the years of fights and beatings at her husband’s hand, beatings that eventually led to her 
death. It doesn’t tell of the abuse the father turned on his son after Maria died. 

They are even worse when the stone mason doesn’t know what really happened. Beside 
her grave another stone reads, “Paulus Ghouls, unable to live without his beloved wife.’’The 
stonemason suspected sorrow caused Paulus to walk to the city square and slit his own throat 
with a quill knife. The mason didn’t know that after another night of beating his ten-year-old 
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son the boy manifested latent magical powers. The boy used those powers to dominate his 
ther and force him to march out to the city square and kill himself. 

The tragedies of a few decades are refined in the graveyard. Though the truth of our 
lives is too quickly forgotten, our lies are preserved in stone for centuries. 


fa- 


Smelting 

Better tools enable man to fully master his environment. Rarely are these techniques confined 
to tool making, especially with an enemy as dangerous as the Illians. Using high temperatures 
to work stronger metals was instantly turned towards producing quality weapons. And a more 
important task, for Kylorin’s chosen people—reforging the lost relic, the Godslayer—into a 
tool to end winter s grip. 

Stealth 

Erebus is a vast world, full of hidden places for those adept enough to find them. A trainer 
will tell you that knowledge of these locations allows one to pass unnoticed through most 
territory. A master knows that stealth is possible even when you are easily seen. 

Tracking 

Novices think that tracking in the snow is easy. They do not realize that the wind erases foot¬ 
prints and there are few markers on the icy wastes. But some men do find clues even in the 
vast white. Where others see a clear sky, a tracker notices that the birds have fled. 

Trade 

Trade is the natural enemy of all violent passions. Trade loves moderation, delights in com¬ 
promise, and is most careful to avoid anger. It is patient, supple, and insinuating, only resort¬ 
ing to extreme measures in cases of absolute necessity. Trade makes men independent of one 
another and gives them a high idea of their personal importance: it leads them to want to 
manage their own affairs and teaches them to succeed therein. Hence it makes them inclined 
to liberty but disinclined to revolution. 

—Alexis de Tocqueville 


Way of the Wicked 

Impia tortorum longos hie turba furors 
Sanguinis innocui, non satiata, aluit. 

Sospite nunc patria, franco nunc funeris antro, 
Mors ubi dira fuit vita salusque patent. 

—e.a.p. 
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Adept 

Young hopefuls from the various magical schools are put through a series of grueling tests 
at the end of their studies. The ones who survive these tests become the personal pupils and 
assistants of fully educated mages and are for the first time taught some rudimentary spells. 
Unfortunately for the adepts, they are in many ways the cannon fodder of the magical profes¬ 
sion, sent to do the jobs that are too dangerous for the mages and deemed beyond the capaci¬ 
ties of a mere student. 

Arcane Barge 

After seeing the damage a fireball does on land, it doesn’t take much imagination to consider 
keeping a powerful spellcaster aboard an attack ship. 

Archer 

A bow is a simple, yet effective, weapon, and, with a bit of training, an archer can become a 
serious hazard to those of an unfriendly disposition. Because of the need of specialized weap¬ 
onry and some rudimentary training, most archer companies form part of semi-professional 
militias under the command of lords, guilds, or cities. By their very nature, archers do their 
best work on the defensive, hiding under cover until the opportune time, then unleashing a 
hellish fury of whistling shafts on the heads of their assailants. Few things cripple an attack 
better than volley upon volley of random and uncaring death. 

Archmage 

Power corrupts, and absolute power corrupts absolutely. The saying springs to mind quickly 
when considering the vaguely disturbing figure that is the archmage. Even among the fortu¬ 
nate few laypersons they deign to interact with, it is hard to avoid a creeping feeling of fear 
mingled with awe. 

Archmages have reached the point where their magical prowess is so great the mere 
threat of their magic is enough to keep possible competitors and enemies in line. As such, 
many are satisfied to spend their time on more theoretical and scholarly pursuits. Be not 
fooled by these seemingly placid activities: Foolish people who move them to anger quickly 
regret it. 

Because of the enormous amount of work involved in getting to the apex of wizardry, 
archmages are a select elite within each civilization. Most practitioners of magic are satisfied 
with being the less specialized mages. 






Arquebus 

The secret of gunpowder is dwarven. They use it for traps and blasting paths through the 
uncooperative rock. It took many years for humans to coax the secret from the Sons of the 
Earth, but once it was done, it did not take long to put the secret to use as a weapon. Though 
heavy, inaccurate and woefully slow to reload, the arquebusiers have two enormous advantag¬ 
es: shock and power. Arquebusiers can brush aside city walls as if they were made of paper. 

Assassin 

When a hunter chooses to forgo her life in the woods and begin hunting the most elusive of 
animals, an assassin is created. Although weak at attacking and defending cities, an assassins 
ability to attack the weakest unit in a stack makes it perfect for picking off spellcasters. 

Young men scrambling through fields or brush would try to trap the darting hares that made 
their life on the tundra. Then they would sling stones or small javelins in an attempt to win a 
meal, or more importantly the respect of those leading the hunt. 

Those boys most skilled would be trained as hunters, but even among this group there 
was occasionally one who didn’t need a sling or javelin. They would hunt with a knife and kill 
even the watchful hare before it knew they were close. 

These boys were never cheered as the others. Instead their hares were quietly collected 
and nothing much was said about their unusual accomplishment. After a few months the 
boys always seemed to drop out of the hunts, most assuming they had become disillusioned 
with it, or were simply unable to fit in. 

The truth was that they were contacted by another hunting group, one that ignored 
the habits of elk and other animals and concentrated on the hunt of men instead. In this way 
they began training as assassins. Dark, solitary men who were as feared by their fellow troops 
as those they fought against. 

Whenever someone was killed without evidence as to the murderer an assassin was 
suspected. What lesser man could kill so easily? Wasn’t the lack of evidence evidence that an 
assassin had done it? How could a man be trusted who could more easily slip away from an 
attacking force as stay to defend the city he was in? 

Few know that assassins are patriots. Willing to deal in blood more foul than that 
spilled on the battlefield, and sacrificing the trust of those they protected in the process. 

Axeman 

Axes have been used since time immemorial, and not just as tools. When the Gods taught 
mankind the secret of metal working, the noble art of murdering thy neighbor took a giant 
leap forward. The battle-axe, preferred weapon of the dwarves, is a fearsome weapon also in 
human hands, cleaving flesh and bone with horrific and very final results. Metal battle-axes 
are expensive and difficult to make, and so they are reserved for the privileged few that make 
up the professional warrior class, often the personal body-guards of the nobility. These profes¬ 
sional warriors are often hardened veterans of countless vendettas and clan wars, which gives 
them a serious edge in a fight. Frequently ruthless and not very prone to showing mercy, they 





have been known to completely eradicate less experienced units. Axemen who have fallen 
into disfavor or been banished often join the ranks of the Barbarian tribes as elite raiders and 
personal armies of Barbarian chieftains. These coolly efficient killers are often even more ter¬ 
rifying than the disordered warriors that make up the rank-and-file. 

In later generations, most armies would deploy detachments of brutal men fueled by blood- 
lust called berserkers. Battle rage makes their surroundings disappear as they tear away their 
opposition armed with a pair of hand axes. These elite units are inspired by legends from the 
Age of Ice, legends of men who carried an axe in each hand. They came from the darkness 
and left devastation in their wake. 

The legends got one thing wrong, however. The Illian axeman is not fueled by a rage, 
as its imitators would later be. They are instead heartless warriors, numb to the core. Their 
proximity to their master has drained them of feeling, physical, emotional, and spiritual. Un¬ 
flinching, uncaring, and usually unstoppable, these axemen are the antithesis of the spiritual 
swordsmen the Amurites would field to oppose them. 

Cannon 

Closely following the invention of gunpowder, the development of the cannon caused a revo¬ 
lution in siege warfare. Invented by a monk, early cannons used gunpowder charges to fire 
rocks or metal balls. The cannon forced a redesign of most fortifications, because the straight, 
high walls surrounding most cities could be easily destroyed by direct fire. 

Caravel 

The caravel is a small sailing ship with three or four masts, a broad bow, and a high, narrow 
stern. Though often used as a warship, the caravel could also carry just over 100 metric tons 
of cargo. 

Catapult 

The catapult was one of the earliest forms of artillery. It was a large mechanical arm that pro¬ 
pelled heavy stones and other missiles from a great distance, battering down walls and inflict¬ 
ing damage on buildings and defenders. Catapults could easily launch projectiles 500 to 1000 
feet with a surprising amount of force behind them. Though cumbersome and nearly useless 
on the battlefield, the catapult was an effective weapon for siege operations. 

Chariot 

Charioteers are fast, nimble and murderous. Although primarily just platforms for carry¬ 
ing warriors into battle, they can hunt down all but the fastest of units and bring the fight to 
them. 







Crossbowman 

The crossbow was the preferred weapon of the peasants in the First Rebellion. The weapon 
is fairly simple to produce in bulk and frighteningly effective at piercing armor, which meant 
that the peasants finally could take up the fight with the knights and men-at-arms that made 
up the fist of the Royalist armies. The mechanism is simple: a winch tightens the bow to a 
tautness that is practically unachievable by muscle power alone. The projectile is a small bolt, 
rather like a truncated arrow. The result is a weapon that fires straight and true with little ef¬ 
fort and with little training required. 

The crossbow revolutionized warfare wherever it became available. This seemingly simple 
weapon allows a soldier with minimal training to launch several deadly bolts towards a foot 
soldier before his foe could even hope to close the ground between them. Innovative com¬ 
manders throughout the ages employed these weapons to great effect. 

Innovation was never Mulcarns strong suit. He was happy to let mankind eek out sur¬ 
vival in caves and hovels, even those who pledged loyalty to him. He was similarly content to 
allow his towns and fortresses to be guarded by spear-throwing defenders, but when those II- 
lian soldiers observed the effectiveness of crossbows used against them, they soon desired to 
use them as well. The god of Ice had an uneasy relationship with crossbows and the change 
they represented, but nonetheless gave his blessing to the Illian crossbowmen. In battle they 
had one advantage that their counterparts among the Amurites lacked: unfazed by fear, they 
would continue firing into a charging army until it was upon them. Luckily, it was not diffi¬ 
cult to train the Illians to use the weapon when it led to the eased destruction of their foes. 

Eidolon 

Eidolons serve no master but willingly enlist in any deadly conflict. Good religions shun 
these demonic creatures, or seek them out for destruction, but those who tolerate their vile 
presence find them to be fearless, deadly warriors, nearly unmatched on any battlefield. 

For here, apart, dwells one whose hands have wrought 
Strange eidola that chill the world with fear; 

Whose graven runes in tomes of dread have taught 
What things beyond the star-gulfs lurk and leer. 

Dark Lord of Averoigne—whose windows stare 
On pits of dream no other gaze could bear! 

Frigate 

The frigate was a fast and powerful warship that evolved to fill several important roles, but 
one of its primary roles was to raid enemy shipping. These three-masted ships were lighter 
and faster than the great ship or man-of-war, and usually carried 36 or fewer soldiers. The 
frigate was powerful enough to overcome most of its prospective opponents and fast enough 
to escape those it could not outgun. Because of their speed and strength, frigates were often 
employed as escorts for merchant vessels during times of war. The frigate remained the most 
useful and dominant naval vessel until the development of the Queen of the Sea. 
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Galleon 

By the middle of the Age of Rebirth, oar-powered vessels had all but disappeared from the 
world’s oceans, to be replaced by sailing vessels of various types. The galleon was one such 
vessel. Galleons were three- or four-masted ships, built high in both the forecastle and the 
stern. These versatile ships were mainly used as cargo vessels, although they were sometimes 
outfitted as light warships as well. 

Galley 

The galley was the first ship designed for war. Galleys were powered by banks of oars on each 
side, manned by well trained oarsmen. These oarsmen were highly paid professionals or pa¬ 
triotic citizens (except in Overlords countries). A huge, bronze “beak” mounted at the bow 
of the ship was used to ram and sink enemy ships. Because of its long, narrow hull, the galley 
was very unstable in all but the calmest waters, and as a consequence its crew rarely ventured 
out of sight of land for long periods of time, lest the ship be caught in a storm and sunk. 

Horse Archer 

A horse archer (or horsed archer or mounted archer) is a cavalryman armed with a bow. Be¬ 
cause using a bow requires a horseman to let go of the reins with both hands, horse archers 
need superb equestrian skills. Horse archery is typically associated with steppe nomads. 

The weapon of choice for horse archers was the recurve bow, because it was compact 
enough to shoot from a horse and retained sufficient range and penetrating power. The most 
serious threat to horse archers was arrows, and they could wheel away out of bowshot after 
every attack. Mounted archers therefore needed little or no armor and could ride light, fast 
mounts such as ponies. This made them cheap to equip and increased their strategic mobility. 

A drawback of horse archers was that the movements of a running horse disturbed the 
accuracy of the shot. After the invention of the stirrup, horse archers would stand up in their 
stirrups to absorb the motion of the horse. Another method to facilitate accurate shooting 
was to time shots between the strides of the horse. 


Horseman 

Animal husbandry was one discipline whose progress could never be lost, despite the cata¬ 
clysms that heralded the end of the Age of Magic. The heartier cows, more loyal dogs, and 
stronger horses bred by man throughout the early ages of civilization continued to breed true 
to type. In fact, as some sages noted, despite their being generally fewer useful animals, those 
that were found were strengthened by the challenges nature faced. 

Mulcarn’s elite troops benefited from this unintended consequence of the global win¬ 
ter. Long haired horses were captured and tamed. With proper care, they rivaled the chargers 
of later knights in size and strength. The Illian horseman can not only strike with the force of 
a blizzard, he can survive one. 









Hunter 

Years of living in the wilderness on their own terms have taught these men a thing or two 
about the importance of stealth, speed, and senses. When called upon to do so, they make ex¬ 
cellent scouts, moving fast and missing little. Though not as magnificently in tune with the 
land as the rangers and elves, hunters know how to bend Nature to their will, and make use 
of the advantages She gives. Many hunters are excellent animal trainers, and you will rarely 
find one without a large hound and a bird of prey as traveling companions. 

Immortal 

Most believe the immortals to be insane or undying; they are the first into battle and the last 
to leave. They are left to guard the cities soon to fall and sent alone deep behind enemy lines 
looking for exposed troops. They are not insane, and they do die, but after each death they are 
reborn in the capital of their civilization. 

Knight 

Mounted on enormous, almost feral, battlehorses, the knights are the proverbial tanks of the 
battlefield. Though slightly slower and more cumbersome than lighter cavalry, they can nev¬ 
ertheless overtake infantry and pack a fearsome punch once they do. Unlike the religious 
troops, knights are given nothing. In fact, knights offer their services in exchange for land and 
titles granted by their feudal lord—ultimately, their king. Only well-established nations can 
develop a sufficiently complicated infrastructure to allow this kind of warrior/administrator 
class. Because all their power and good fortune springs the power and good fortune of the 
king, knights often made up the hard core of the Royalist forces during the Great Rebellions. 
Where the knights and their companies went in those dark days, little was left behind. 

Longbowman 

Longbowmen were highly skilled archers capable of firing up to six arrows a minute over 
long distances into massed enemy formations. Using bows constructed from a type of wood 
called Yew, they used arrows specifically designed to penetrate chainmail armor—even plate 
if close enough. Frequently they would comprise approximately four-fifths of an army, and 
their devastating attacks helped to reverse the dominance of knights in warfare. Only lightly 
armored, they enjoyed a great mobility advantage should their opponents survive their bar¬ 
rages. 

Maceman 

While the shortest of the Ages of Erebus, the Age of Ice contained its share of epic battles. 
Battles including: the Slaying of the Blue Dragon by Lucar s horde and the ensuing de¬ 
struction of the Thraxian civilization; the sacrifice of the Second Mage, Gionn; and the final 
confrontation between Kylorin and Mulcarn himself. Warriors who proved themselves in a 
major battle such as these were often withdrawn to form a lord’s personal guard, to preserve 
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r them for the next great conflict. Usually they grew old before the expected battle came. They 
could train the next generation, but further glory was beyond the reach of these heroes. 

Not the Illian maceman. Mulcarn’s greatest fighters were frozen, hibernating as stat¬ 
ues in his throne room. They would be thawed out to lead his army in its greatest conquests. 
These macemen were armed with an icy cudgel and divine protection. Many epic confronta¬ 
tions were preempted when an army routed rather than facing these walking hailstorms. 

Mammoth Rider 

The armies of men and other intelligent races have long recognized a basic principle in war¬ 
fare: bigger is better. Catapults wreak havoc upon cities while slingers merely pester with 
their smaller stones, and armor that covers ones entire body rather than an arm here and a 
leg there is highly sought after. Upon the withdrawal of the dragons upon the signing of the 
Compact, the enormous elephants were quickly seized upon as the most powerful vehicles of 
war. Able to carry a small squad, and not altogether put out by palisade walls, a few of these 
beasts could transform a small army into a demoralizing threat. 

Their cousins, the mammoths, were not new to the Age of Ice. The new climate al¬ 
lowed these beasts to thrive across a wider swath of the world, however, and the armies that 
assembled were eager to take advantage of this. Mulcarn’s armies no less. The Illian mam¬ 
moth riders cast an intimidating shadow across the battlefield, one comparable to even the 
mighty frost giant. 

Man O’War 

Once a civilization begins to experiment with things that go “boom,” the next logical choice 
is to find a nice, safe place to hurl these at the enemy, such as off-shore on a giant, hulking 
ship. 

Mary Morbius 

Mary is like a dread creature from some fevered nightmare. Pale as death and twisted into a 
crippled and deformed shadow of a human being, her appearance reveals the madness within. 
She is surprisingly dangerous, biting and slashing with her clawlike nails. Even those who 
survive initial contacts often succumb to the insidious plague she carries—but not before they 
spread it to those unfortunate enough to come in contact with them. Despite her appearance 
and homicidal fury, Mary’s story is a pitiful one. Born of unholy experiments in alchemy, she 
has never lived a normal life—in fact, she has never truly “lived” at all. She is a human biolog¬ 
ical weapon, twisted and permanently tortured by her man-made disease. Perhaps her blood- 
lust is a hunt to find someone who can finally kill her and give her release? 

We were at the gates, we were almost there. Everything was going so well. The Citadel lay 
within our grasp, the battle would soon be over. Then we heard it. A death rattle of a cough 
that froze the blood to ice. No one had told us Mary was here. No one had warned us... And 
then the horrible screech, and she was on us, tearing into the men in front of me, a cloud of 
pestilence following her like an aura. She... I... I’m sorry, Master. We failed Junil. She was 
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too much. 

—Dying words of Truls Dagrend, 1st Order Shield Troops, recorded at Crusader Plague 
Hospital 

As I beheld the child, for a child she was despite everything, the true horror of what they 
were doing to her, what they had done to her, suddenly struck me. I beheld her deformed 
limbs, the green sticky filth her body was soiled in, but most of all the expression on her face 
as she screamed. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a being in such agony, and every night since that 
horrible day, I’ve prayed in vain for the gods to strike me with amnesia. 

—Vilys Meer, midwife 



See Also 

Arthendain 

Mercenary 

Mercenaries are sell swords, barbarians, hired for their secrecy skills and warlike disposition. 
They are born with a blade in hand and even with light equipment they pack a formidable 
punch. Even those who are wet behind the ears work as throw-away troops to hinder a stron¬ 
ger rival or “ally,” and with sufficient experience they can leave most soldiers trailing in their 
wake. The squat barbarians of the steppe are raised along with their mount and live with until 
separated by death either of horse or rider. The fact that they can call in their friends at a mo¬ 
ment’s notice makes it a good idea to keep one or two on sentry in frontier town—as long as 
the money keeps flowing. A mercenary that has served some time in the armed forces of any 
country that needs them finishes up as wealthy by any men’s standards, and fabulously rich by 
the standards of the nomads from whence they come. A stint as a mercenary can often sup¬ 
ply the funds that are needed to make a bid for control of the tribe, and it has been known to 
happen that soldiers have faced their old comrades in arms at the head of a barbarian raiding 
party, but that is not always the case. Learned men say that perhaps the mercenaries bring 
some aspects of civilization back with them. One can always hope that the barbarians are 
willing to learn from their example; unfortunately they appear most apt pupils in the art of 
weapon making. 
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Phalanx 

Dedication does not begin to describe the men who make up a phalanx unit. Their training 
begins when very young. War orphans often fill the ranks of their aspirants, for having no 
where else to go is one of few ways of maintaining motivation through the intense training. 
They drill day and night, marching in heavy armor until many have fallen from exhaustion— 
that day’s drop-outs. The martial spirit is drilled into them as well. Orders are obeyed with¬ 
out thought, let alone hesitation, and each would die for his comrades. When the training is 
complete and these units are equipped, their nation has a squad capable to rushing into any 
fortified city, fighting a bloody battle to the last man, and emerging triumphant. And more 
importantly, willing to do so. 

PlKEMAN 

A wall of pikes is the horsemans nightmare. Like a glistening metal hedgehog, squares of 
pikemen present an insurmountable obstacle against cavalry, and can admirably hold their 
own against other units as well. The pikemen are professional soldiers in the truest meaning 
of the word, often mercenaries, hired and paid for by rich guilds to protect their cities. They 
are perfectly trained and have incredible morale. After all, a lone or fleeing pikemen does not 
last long on a battlefield. 

Prophet 

Even before the Great Religions of the Fourth Age were born, prophets wandered the land 
to warn of the coming conflict. They acted as the memory of their tribes, retelling the tales of 
the Wars of Angels and the time before the Great Ice engulfed the Universe smothering al¬ 
most all life. The prophets are holy men and healers, loved by the people but often feared by 
rulers, who see the followers of the prophets undermining their power, since they owe their 
allegiance to pagan gods—or to none at all. The nations that develop state religions are quick 
to seek out and convert or destroy the prophets, and make sure that their religion is the sole 
source of truth and knowledge of the Gods. 

Queen of the Line 

The Queen of the Line is the biggest, most extravagant class of ship to grace the ocean before 
the dramatic end of the Age of Rebirth. Some were floating barracks, with enough soldiers 
packed shoulder to shoulder to take out a small continent, while others were palaces at sea, 
with luxurious accommodations of the royal court. In either case, they were not designed for 
naval warfare, but transport, and hence rarely seen without a man o’war escort. 
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Ranger 

Rumored to be the bastard offspring of elves and men, the semi-autonomous rangers are be¬ 
yond doubt the best scouts available, if you can tempt a few to join your cause. Almost magi¬ 
cally in tune with nature, rangers can bend the wildest of beasts to their will and fear neither 
lofty peaks nor frozen wastes. 

Scout 

There are many reasons young men chose to risk their life exploring unknown lands. Some 
do it to prove their loyalty or prowess. Some are outlaws, serving penance for crimes. Many 
do it simply to satisfy a craving for adventure. It is a dangerous life, and few return from the 
wilderness, but the rewards are rich for the few who come back alive. Scouts who do return 
carry tales and bounty from the lost ruins of ancient cities, or the souvenirs of slain beasts, or 
knowledge of new land ripe for colonization. In exchange, they are lavished with gifts; wom¬ 
en, land, titles, money, pardon for crimes committed. Some of the greatest noble families of 
the Fourth Age are the descendants of these early explorers. 

Settler 

When a city begins to become crowded, a handful of brave families will chose, or be cho¬ 
sen, to form the nucleus of a new settlement. Pioneering though they may be, settlers are 
extremely vulnerable, as they consist of as many women and children as they do men, and a 
wise leader always sends an armed escort. Many a budding city has been wiped out by the 
savage beasts of the wilderness. 

Spartiatoi 

Dedication does not begin to describe the Spartiatoi. Their training begins when very young. 
War orphans often fill the ranks of their aspirants, for having no where else to go is one of 
few ways of maintaining motivation through the intense training. They drill day and night, 
marching in heavy armor until many have fallen from exhaustion—that day’s drop-outs. The 
martial spirit is drilled into them as well. Orders are obeyed without thought, let alone hesi¬ 
tation, and each would die for his comrades. When the training is complete and these units 
are equipped, their nation has a squad capable to rushing into any fortified city, fighting a 
bloody battle to the last man, and emerging triumphant. And more importantly, willing to do 
so. 


Swordsman 

Every weapon before it served one of three roles: chopping trees, cutting meat, breaking 
stone. They were tools reused in war. But the sword serves only one purpose, killing men. It is 
useless to the farmer or woodsman and does nothing but gather rust during times of peace. 
But now the sword is more valuable than any tool, a testament to the violence of our age. 
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Axes are quick and efficient, but for those that strive for more than mere efficiency, a sword 
allows its wielder to has as graceful as he is deadly. 

Trireme 

The trireme is sturdier than the swift galley or even the dragon ships. Bronze tools are re¬ 
quired in its construction, and this strength gives it room to hold both extra soldiers and siege 
equipment, enabling the first effective conquests from sea. 

War Chariot 

Scythed wheels whirring menacingly. Huge, furious warhorses in front. Men with spears, jav¬ 
elins, and arrows on the platform behind. The heavily armored chariot gleaming in the sun¬ 
light. Banners fluttering in the wind. Is it any wonder the war chariot inspires awe? But more 
than being an expression of wealth and power, the war chariot is a fast, murderous behemoth 
of a war-engine. The sharp scythes will cut to ribbons those who are not trampled by the 
horses. Its speed, stability, and strength make the war chariot ideal for hunting down and an¬ 
nihilating squads of archers, but its usefulness as a multi-purpose weapon should not be un¬ 
derestimated. 


War Elephant 

The Elephant is the king of the cavalry units. Granted, it is slow, but what matter, when a 
lumbering elephant can crush anyone foolish enough to attempt to stand their ground be¬ 
neath its monstrous feet? 

Warrior 

In times such as these, no man is raised without knowledge of how to use weapons, and no 
household is without a sword. When all others fail, the people themselves are the last line of 
defense. Warriors are no more than peasants with any weapon they can get their hands on, 
called upon to defend their homes, their livelihoods, and their families. Although they fight 
with a desperate bravery and stubbornness born of the knowledge that they are fighting to 
protect everything they hold dear, their lack of training and haphazard equipment makes 
them no match for professional soldiers. The Barbarian warrior has none of the merits of the 
civilized men, save their fanatical bravery. Warriors form the bulk of the Barbarian war bands 
that prey on outlying settlements, thriving on destruction and slaughter. Most Barbarians 
carry on the way of their nomadic ancestors, ceaselessly on the move, still worshipping the 
ancient and bloodthirsty pagan gods, and their spine-chilling war cries and horrific appear¬ 
ance are the terror of the borderlands. These menaces to the civilized world deserve nothing 
less than to be exterminated. 






Work Boat 

A work boat is a vessel designed to perform useful tasks at sea. Work boats come in a variety 
of forms, depending upon their particular employment—from simple fishing boats designed 
to deploy nets and lobster pots to small but powerful tugboats and mighty icebreakers. 

Words to Live and Die by 

Agadean, Order Acolyte 

What value is land gained by fire? What empire can be built on burnt fields and ruined for¬ 
ests? Demonic pacts are equally short-sighted. The only true strength is in creation and order. 
—on Way of the Wise 

Aldorien Silvermoon, elven bard 

Arcane spells and sacred rites 
Are learned as the grimoire ignites; 

In darkened fires’ fleeting glow, 

The high is equal to the low 
—on Arcane Lore 

The sun begins its journey; 

Across the sky once more; 

As future flies towards the past; 

And now becomes before 
—on Calendar 

An uplifting song can make spirits soar and hearts sing in joy. A gloomy melody can make 
souls wither in pain, and minds shriek with horror. An insistent drumroll can still the restless 
nerves of marching soldiers, and lead them on towards victory and glory... You offered me a 
sword, but I think I will hold on to this harp of mine... 

—on Drama 

I am greater than any magician, my pen more powerful than any wand. For inside it lies the 
laughter of every child, the tears of every man, the hearts of every woman, and the hopes and 
fears of every being. 

—on Writing 

Arean Sethrail, mage elder 

I’m telling you, this is the opportunity we’ve been seeking for decades! Soon, we will be able 
to escape the boundaries of the material world. Don’t you see? There is power there, power 
beyond your dreams, and that power could be ours, if we were but willing to take the smallest 
of risks. Surely the council can approve of my proposition? 

—on Knowledge of the Ether 





Do not tell me anything! Needing to know is a sign of weakness, and to reveal ignorance is to 
expose oneself. If I truly knew everything, I would have no weaknesses, and all would tremble 
before me. 

—on Omniscience 


Arian Kothrax, High Councilor 

The protection of our national wealth demands that we restrict our trading, so as to prevent 
other nations from profiting from the work our faithful citizens have done. Any foreign pow¬ 
er is a potential adversary, a vicious predator probing for weaknesses and biding its time. To 
hand it weapons and tools is to invite disaster. 

—on Mercantilism 


Aster, Disciple of Mulcarn 

They build homes for us. What protection do they hope their stone walls offer from the end¬ 
less cold? We will find palaces full of frozen corpses awaiting us. 

—on Construction 


Biran Val, prey 

I hear the wolf calling to me... I know I am its prey... I know I should try to escape... And 
yet... and yet... It speaks as if... As if I... As if I could, eventually, become the predator... 
and never need fear another living being. 

—on Feral Bond 


Cellion Jarl 

Every object retains a part of its creator s influence. Are we to expect that there is no part of 
the gods in us? 

—on Divine Essence, spoken just before leaping off the Tower of Prisms 

Dengrahl Lern, merchant and Steward of Inequity 

Agriculture is Nature’s own economic system, and as with all of her designs, it is far supe¬ 
rior to the feeble imitations we have managed to create. Imagine the great rewards that can 
be achieved by a deposit of but a single seed, and then show me a banker who would pay an 
equal interest. 

—on Agriculture 

Consider this: The value of the coins I hold just now is completely illusory. They only have 
value because the majority of citizens in our society recognize them as effective bargaining 
material, but the moment a disaster strikes—drought, war, revolution, flood or famine—our 
money will be worthless, as it has no practical value in the following struggle for survival. 

—on Currency 






You may keep your gods and rituals, your codes and your honor. Why should I care for ob¬ 
scure promises of afterlife rewards and the merits of virtue, when I’ve got a whole cellar full 
of pure, liquid bliss encased in glass and wood? 

—on Fermentation 



If there is a finite amount of a resource, then it cannot be equally allocated. As with water 
where there are oceans there will also be deserts. What better method do we have to see that 
gold is distributed unevenly than the hand of government and the concept of taxation? 

—on Taxation 


Doras Kelt, ranger 

Man is the most impressive of predators, for Nature saw fit to give him no advantages. He 
had to fashion his own fangs, carve his own claws. And now even the greatest of the beasts 
fear him. 

—on Hunting 

When all the artificial layers of sophistication, moral codes, self-restraint, and pride are 
peeled off us, either by circumstance or through a conscious effort of will, we are naught but 
ferocious animals, no different from the other inhabitants of the great jungle of life. 

—on Rage 

Can I find him? Observe the broken twigs there, the flattened patch of grass over there, and 
the slight depression around the rock there. Listen to the changes in the birdcalls further 
ahead, and the squirrels scurrying about in the treetops. He might as well be trailing a bright 
red carpet. 

—on Tracking 

Elon Ryar, apprentice alchemist 

I warned ‘im! I told ‘im to be careful! He went on heating the substance up anyway, and in 
the space of a few seconds, poor old Master Keli was all over the laboratory walls. 

—on Blasting Powder 

Fenfahr the Rat, Prince of Thieves 

Illegal? Why, technically I suppose it is. Immoral? No, I do not believe so. We are merely the 
extension of the conventional trading system, making sure the money keeps flowing through 
society, instead of being holed up in the treasury of some greedy lord, where it will not ben¬ 
efit anyone. 

—on Guilds 


Fulner Ir Aelis, High Lord 

It is known that virtue runs in the blood. My father’s virtue is my virtue—if my father was 
worthy of ruling, then it follows that so am I, and so are my children, and my children’s chil¬ 
dren. Thus, everyone can know their place in society, and no one should aspire to be greater 
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J than they are. 

—on Armored Cavalry 

Gaelan Sedracious, mage elder 

There are people who argue that, in order to truly be in control, you need to be able and will¬ 
ing to make the transition from thought to action. As you soon will learn, those ignorant 
fools have no idea what can be achieved with sufficiently focused thought. 

—on Strength of Will 

Garath Fleshrend, arena champion 

My life consists of strife; the essence of war runs through my veins. I have known nothing 
but battle since the day I was born; I have fought thousands of enemies. I have seen the icy 
fear of death so many times that it can no longer touch me. Now, you say you will release me 
from my service? How can I ever live a quiet life of peace, when the only dance I know is 
that of the arena floor, and the only song the warcries of ferocious warriors and an audience 
no less bloodthirsty? How can there ever be rest for someone who has made war a part of his 
soul? 

—on Military Strategy 

Garrius Fy, Stonewarden 

We are surrounded by her gifts, but they do not come easily. They were never intended for the 
hands of man, but the earth mother knows her dwarven children are much more patient. 

—on Smelting 

Gaylin Wayforth, mage and amateur chef 

There are some ways to tell the difference between a real sheep and one that has been poly- 
morphed from a man. The latter will show greater fear and curiosity. It will not seek out its 
own kind. But they both taste the same. 

—on Alteration 


GeROD JlZ, FARMER 

It’s a rough world out there. Beyond the palisades, wild and ferocious animals roam the for¬ 
ests, and even more mysterious beasts wander across the plains. Most of the time they leave 
us alone, settling for eating the few wanderers who go astray. Once in a while they come for 
us, and thankfully, we are always ready to receive them. 

—on Animal Mastery 
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Gheroz Haan, Ashen Batliare 

Cruelty is the prime virtue. Nothing else—not honor, not compassion, not purity of mind, 
not valor—will inspire an equal amount of respect in your underlings. Granted, it will be re¬ 
spect tinged with fear, but is there really any better kind? 

—on Malevolent Designs 



Gloria Rendrahl, Diviner of the Order 

The spirit of Nemed is within you, and its voice ever guides toward righteousness. 

—on Righteousness 

Goglum, jester 

Even the grandest of castles is basically just a large pile o’bricks stuck together. 

—on Masonry 

Gracken Smokebeard, master toolsmith 

First, you take a rock. Then you take another rock, and chip the unnecessary bits off the first 
one. What do you have now? A better rock. With this better rock, you can make something 
even more useful, and so on. That, my son, is the fundamental premise of tool-making. 

—on Crafting 

Grakahl Redan, hunter 

In the wilderness, everything wishes either to kill you, or to let something else do it and then 
consume your remains. Nature has no concept of laws or mercy; in order to live, you must 
play by its rules. 

—on Commune with Nature 


Granik, earth elemental 

I am the firmament upon which creation was laid. What sword can harm me? What wall can 
resist my strength? 

—on Elementalism 


Heron Jire, sailor 

Vision is the most exquisite and refined of the senses. Lose it, and you are crippled for life. 
Enhance it, and you are brought one step closer to the gods. 

—on Optics 
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Hydal Mons, theoretical alchemist 

As we seek to understand the world around us, the basic need for a system to order and cat¬ 
egorize becomes evident. Our minds demand that we gaze openly at the world around us, 
looking right past its superficial qualities, to recognize the shapes and quantities everything 
consists of. 

—on Mathematics 


Jasper Rendrahl, Paladin of the Order 

Failures pave the path of learning, but even the least of failures made in battle will too often 
mean death. It is only logical that a way to ensure equal learning without as harsh a penalty 
should be devised amongst the brighter of military thinkers. 

—on Festivals 

Our lands were forged through strife. The land was never given to us; we had to carve it out 
of Nature’s grasp with our swords and axes. We are a minority of good men in an evil world, 
and so we must be ever watchful, ever vigilant, lest the more vicious people of the world 
should take our lands for theirs. 

—on Warfare 


JOBIN SERAS, SCHOLAR 

Even in the distant past, before the Gods had revealed their divine presence to us, we still felt 
an unidentifiable longing, a yearning for some greater purpose, and some guidelines for our 
existence. Even then, a part of us must have known. 

—on Ancient Chants 

The pursuit of knowledge is the noblest of Man’s ambitions, but also the most dangerous. 
Some knowledge is best left alone. 

—on Education 

I turn my gaze seawards, and behold the terrifying presence of the Overlords. I turn my gaze 
downwards, and stare in awe at the bejeweled face of Kilmorph. I turn my gaze towards the 
woodlands, and the alluring whispers of the Fellowship reach my ears. I turn my gaze up¬ 
wards, and see the mighty stature of Junil outlined in the skies. I squint, and the misty, trans¬ 
lucent entity of the Ashen Veil appears before me. So tell me, why are any of these beings 
better than any of the others? Surely, it would be arrogant to follow a particular one, just be¬ 
cause it happened to be preferred in your lands? With so many religions, the chance for ours 
to be superior is low. Not a chance I would take in battle, so why would I when it concerns 
my soul? 

—on Liberalism 

Even in the distant past, before the Gods had revealed their divine presence to us, we still felt 
an unidentifiable longing, a yearning for some greater purpose, and some guidelines for our 
existence. Even then, a part of us must have known. 

—on Mysticism 
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My study of philosophy has often been deemed frivolous. “Philosophy!” they will snort. 
“Each answer yields only more questions!” And yet a single answer and a dozen questions is 
better than none of either. 

—on Philosophy 

A multitude of gods is in many ways a theological problem. Firstly, it rules out omnipotence 
on the individual deity’s part. Secondly, it allows for all kinds of ideological conflicts, not be¬ 
cause people are arguing whether a given god exists, but because there is common consent 
that they all exist, and so it becomes a matter of which to swear allegiance to. 

—on Polytheism 

The gods, mighty and powerful as they may be, have always had a need for earthly assistants 
to facilitate and manage communications between the mundane and the divine. Perhaps it is 
too great a strain for even the gods to attend to all of their worshippers directly, or perhaps 
they regard it as fitting to let ordinary people speak to ordinary people, to further trust and 
understanding. Whatever their reasons, we are stuck with the priests, for all the good they do 
us... 

—on Priesthood 


Kalla, Bannor guardsman 

With this great caravans are made, mobile cities that carry all manner of benefit and harm in 
their colored wares. If only we could tell the difference. 

—on Wagons 

Keron Maes, ranger 

Animals have always been reluctant to come near humans, because we have always been at 
the top of the food chain. The first step in gaining the trust of an animal is to make it under¬ 
stand that you do not seek to eat it. The second is to make it understand that it should not try 
to eat you. Once this mutual understanding is established, the rest comes easily. 

—on Animal Handling 

Kirin Mistfall, mystic 

Those who seek their fortune in the stars will not see the path laid out in front 
—on Astronomy 

Complete knowledge of the future would be the greatest curse imaginable, but 
glimpse can often prove quite beneficial. 

—on Divination 

Kleox Yarl, Royal Engineer 

Paradoxically, one of Mankind’s first achievements was among its grandest. No other struc¬ 
ture outlines the fundamental difference between Nature and Civilization so strongly than 
that of the wheel. Nature has yet to duplicate the simple, but sublime, circular object, which 
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f allows for so much conservation of energy. 

—on Exploration 

Kriss Bechaal, Knight Commander of the Bannor 

A map is a nothing more than a drawing on a piece of parchment. Yet, at the same time, it is 
the whole world in the palm of your hand. Maps are powerful tools and dangerous weapons. 
Do not underestimate them, and always make sure your maps are better than those of the en¬ 
emy. 

—on Cartography 

Lahros Moonshade, assassin 

A king may surround himself with loyal guards skilled in battle. He may live in a castle pro¬ 
tected by 10 feet of fortified wall, and a moat for good measure. He may never travel outside 
without half his army accompanying him. He may sleep lightly, and keep hidden weapons 
under his pillow. He may have wired his castle doors and hallways with cunning and virtually 
undetectable booby traps. But if he neglects something as simple as employing a food taster, 
he is mine. 

—on Poisons 


Lethe, Queen of Sorrows 

The dead do not weep, but are wept for. Let us see who will weep for me. 

—on Necromancy 

Lithelan Bruepol, Holy Arbiter 

Look, this is very simple. We are inspired by the Holy Writ. We alone can read and inter¬ 
pret it. Therefore: Leave the thinking to us. You do what we say is right. If you do, there will 
be heavenly reward down the line. If you do not, the Divine One, in the form of me and my 
helpers here, will smite you. And it will not be pleasant. 

—on Religious Law 

Locke Thorne, scout 

I fletch arrows, as hunters feast on game. I sharpen blades as the rangers trades the secrets of 
the wilds, of topography and the enemy’s movements. I brew poison as the assassins discuss 
their cleanest kills with grim smiles. Why do I toil away, you ask, serving the brave brothers 
and deadly sisters of the lodge, not to mention their pets? Because one day, one day soon, I 
will be one of them. 

—on Hunting Lodge 
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Maer de Vain, Confessor of the Order 

Laws, and their effective enforcement, are the foundation of any ordered society When¬ 
ever common citizens start to question the letter of the law, anarchy is never far behind, and, 
therefore, upholding the law must come before all other concerns. 

—on Code of Laws 



Marays, Doviello commander 

Charge into da valley o’ death? Yeah, we can do dat. But how’s about we just sneaks ‘round da 
back instead? 

—on Military Strategy 

Nietz the Bandit Lord 

A good seat on a horse steals away your opponent’s courage and your onlooker’s heart—what 
reason is there to attack? Sit like one who has conquered. 

—on Warhorses 


Oddis, Frostling hunter 

The great machine is full of wheels and ropes, and yet it moves. Imagine how it would move 
if we untied it. 

—on Engineering 

OSMAND ROCKSPITTLE, MINING SUPERVISOR 

Granted, the humans have strength of arms, and quite adequate tools for the job. But, what 
good is that, when they don’t have a clue where to dig? 

—on Arete 

The blessings of the earth are holy gifts from Kilmorph, and it is not only our privilege, but 
also our sacred duty, to seek these blessings, remove them from their rocky confines, and use 
them to improve our lives. 

—on Mining 

I remember when we first stumbled upon it. At first I mistook it for silver, but then I let my 
lantern shine upon it. Never before had I seen such beauty, and I mouthed a silent prayer of 
thanks to Kilmorph. I stood there stunned for a moment, not daring to use my pick on this 
wondrous material. Then a sudden shaft of light illuminated the mine wall, coming from a 
hole in the ceiling. I then knew I had Kilmorph’s blessing, and with infinite care I began to 
reap this mythical harvest. 

—on Mithril Working 
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Percium 

They had loops at the end of their saddles for their feet. For all their supposed horsemanship, 
the Hippus couldn’t manage to hold the horse with their legs. I laughed when I saw the long¬ 
bows their cavalry carried. They would be impossible to fire while mounted. Then they stood 
up in their stirrups and drew back their bows. 

—on Stirrups, after the Slaughter of Nine Fields 

Phadean, Shadow Rider 

Your walls do not protect you from the world. The illusion of safety it gives is far more dan¬ 
gerous than the fear of death. Stones will not slow the Riders of Nox Noctis. 

—on Construction 


Reaghar Yor, fisherman 

Feel the current carrying our boat, and observe the wind filling our sails. Imagine if we were 
to harness their power, not merely for sailing, but for all manner of labor. The wind does not 
need food or payment, and water never gets tired or worn out. Ah, but this is folly... only a 
mage could do such, and what do they know about physical labor? 

—on Machinery 

The ocean—she’s a dangerous wench. She will give you everything you need... your freedom, 
your food, your livelihood. But catch her on a bad day, and she will snatch it all back 
—on Sailing 

See Also 

Message from the Deep 
Renya Seen, herbalist 

As Nature gives, so Nature takes away. But with a little skill and herblore, it is possible to use 
the gifts of Nature to prevent it from taking away, thus shifting the balance in our favor. 

—on Medicine 

According to the clergy, purity of spirit will shield you from all kinds of diseases and hard¬ 
ships. Personally, I believe purity of body might be a bit more crucial in this regard. 

—on Sanitation 


Ruvan Ghiz, Confessor 

To Junil, we are but lowly servants, mere tools to further his divine plan. We owe him our al¬ 
legiance, as we owe him our existence. Resisting Him would be akin to a hammer resisting 
the will of a blacksmith—not only is it impossible, but the very notion is absurd. 

—on Theology 






Selena Yera, elven mystic 

All of mankind, with the dread exception of the followers of the Overlords, have always 
strongly resented slavery, on the grounds that no being should be completely subject to an¬ 
other. Oddly enough, this view has never been put forth in regard to Man’s fellow animals... 
—on Animal Husbandry 



Shinja, monk trainer 

The body is the tool of the mind, and nothing more. You should strive to release the mind 
from the body, eventually feeling no more attachment to it than you would to a sword or a 
hammer. Only then will you be able to release its full potential, forever beyond the feeble 
constraints of pain and discomfort. 

—on Meditation 

SOREN CASTAMER, LEADER OF THE FlRST REBELLION 

I’m telling you, this system is corrupt! Everyone extorts and humiliate the one below their 
ranks, and is in turn extorted and humiliated by the ones above them! The only one for whom 
such a system is just is the one on the top of the chain, and he is solely responsible for keep¬ 
ing us locked down like this! I ask you, is this fair? Is this justice? 

—on Feudalism 


Syntrius, scribe 

“Don’t touch that!” he shouted at me, for the third time. These Alchemists sure are jumpy, 

I thought to myself. A shiny, bubbling flask caught my eye, and I wandered closer when 
my host’s back was turned. I picked it up, held it to the light, watched the colors shift and 
change. I was so transfixed, when the alchemist shouted again, “You fool, put that down!” I 
dropped the flask. And that is how I got here. 

—on Alchemy Lab, upon meeting the gods 

Taneath, Sheaim poet 

Make a fire for a man, you warm him for a day. Make a fire of a man, you warm him for his 
lifetime. 

—on Elementalism 

Tethira, Bannor General 

War is sweet to those who do not know it. 

—on Military Strategy 
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Tyris 

New tribes never believed that we were strong enough to fight the Illians, until we rode into 
their camps on horseback, then they fell and worshipped us. 

—on Horseback Riding 
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TTfio Future) of treiniA 

Prophecy of Ragnarok 

Once his world was that of the plow and the oxen, of caring for his crops and his family. That 
was before the vision. He fell amidst his rows of wheat, screaming and wailing. By the time 
his laborers found him, his clothes were rent and he was shivering in a fetal position. He let 
them lead him home, but all he could think of was the vision. This land would be consumed 
with fire and water, darkness would rule the land. Those alone who would know joy would be 
those who died, fighting the inevitable with honor. The next hour found him at the market¬ 
place, crying out to passers-by of the end of days, of the last chance of redemption. He would 
not leave his post in the city, nor the others theirs. In every city in the land, the same cry can 
be heard—’’The end is at hand! Ragnarok approaches!” 

Stephanos 

Khord leapt over embankment and slammed his warhammer into the ground. The blow reso¬ 
nated through serpent’s canyon and served as a beacon for the Grigori soldiers behind him 
and running along the canyon walls. Even the horsemen had trouble keeping up with him 
across the rough ground. The Dumannios moon provided reasonable light in all but the can¬ 
yon’s shadows, which were lost to darkness. 

Khord cleared another ridge and came to the canyon’s dead end. He had worried that 
their prey had escaped by magic or hiding in one of the many shadowed outcroppings along 
the canyon walls. But this wasn’t an opponent who was accustomed to hiding. 

The Grigori infantry fell silent behind Khord, finally stopping their forced run. The 
box canyon had a rise in its center, a stone mound more primitive cultures would attribute to 
a natural altar of Kilmorph. Stephanos sat on his horse atop the mound. 

Shadows fluttered across the Grigori soldiers as Khord’s brother Cabal and his hunt¬ 
ers jumped off the canyons walls. In flight the raven feathers woven into their cloaks made 
a sound like hundreds of ravens as they transformed in flight from men to birds and back 
again. They became a black cloud reaching down to the canyon floor where they reappeared 







in formation with their weapons ready and raven mask drawn down protectively in front of 
their faces. 

Stephanos’s white horse glowed in the moonlight and appeared unafraid of the army 
of men arrayed against his rider. Stephanos himself looked like a glorious conqueror return¬ 
ing from battle to meet the adulation of crowds, not a refugee forced into a dead end. He 
looked up smiling, you could almost hear the distant triumphant cheers that followed him. 

Cabal rushed out screaming, “Attack, don’t let him speak.” 

Unfortunately no one in the canyon heard anything beyond “don’t.” At a glance from 
Stephanos a dull throb pushed through the air, a blanket of sound that cut Cabal off from the 
rest of the men and sent everyone else stumbling as their ears reacted to the change in pres¬ 
sure. By the time they had recovered Stephanos had already started addressing the men. 



“Of the empires of men, I value the Grigori the most. For they have recognized that 
the gods are not worthy of their worship. To you as men, I offer my admiration. But, of your 
leader, I can only say that he does not carry his goal far enough. He sulks in Erebus when he 
should be leading the revolution. It is not enough to refuse to obey the petulant war games 
the gods have planned for men, but we must overthrow those games as well.” 

The men stood quiet. Stephanos’s voice echoed through the canyon and as Khord 
looked around he saw that in the brief interlude between Stephanos’s sentences other men 
nodded as if confirming statements Khord couldn’t hear. Stephanos’s mouth also continued 
to move even when Khord couldn’t hear him speak, his lips drawn back in a deformed smile 
and his long thin tongue slipped easily about as he spoke. 

Khord would have remained entranced by the words except that he caught sight of his 
brother laying on the ground by the canyons walls. Blood ran from his ears and he was gasp¬ 
ing as if under a great force, yet the men around stood listening to Stephanos. Khord willed 
himself to run to his brother’s side but it was as if his body was asleep. He was able to move 
his mouth enough to bite down on his tongue, and that pain woke up his body and allow him 
to stumble forward. 

Above him Stephanos continued. 

“Cassiel tells us that the gods are corrupt. But then why does he command us to live 
peacefully within this jail they have built for us. If your king was corrupt would to follow the 
governor that still requires your gentle supplication to his orders, no matter how benign? Or 
would you march upon the palace and pull it down around him? We have been told this is 
impossible, but who has said this? The king and the governor they sent to control us!” 

Khord fell down beside his brother. Stephanos’s words still resonated within him and 
each one called for his joints to stop moving, his mind to stop questioning and his soul to 
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accept. Beliefs he held for his entire life seemed little more than fairy tales compared to the 
immutable force of Stephanos’s speech. It was becoming the foundation of everything he be¬ 
lieved and everything else would have to be reevaluated to conform to this new ideology. 

Cabal was close to death, his hair was matted with blood and it pooled on the canyon 
floor. Cabal looked up at his brother and summoned enough strength for one last action, to 
reach up and box both sides of Khord’s head. 

Khord howled in pain. His ears rang from the blow. He yelled again when he saw 
Cabals eyes close for the last time. He was overcome first with despair, and then with anger. 
Stephanos stopped speaking, or so he thought. When he looked he saw that Stephanos was 
still speaking, Khord just couldn’t hear him beyond the ringing of his ears. 

Rushing forward Khord once again called upon the magic of his warhammer. Aim¬ 



ing not for Stephanos, but the earthen mound his horse stood upon, he struck it with enough 
force to shatter the rock and send the crack of the hammer’s impact echoing through the 
canyon. 

In that instant the men awoke from their trances. Stephanos’s horse stepped back away 
from the crumbling rock and Khord climbed up the mound to attack Stephanos directly. 
Spurred on by the death of his brother he charged, yelling for his men to join with him. 

They did join the fight, but not as Khord wanted. Before he got to Stephanos nearly 
a dozen arrows had pierced him. His own men were quickly on him and dragged him down 
from the mound, chopping him to pieces on the canyon floor. When it was over Stephanos 
rode out of the canyon with his new army of Grigori soldiers behind him. 

Buboes 

I am unborn of flesh, untouched by death, the enemy of peace and rest. That weakness in a 
sword yet unbroken, that would fail its wielder in battle and cost his life, or crack that will 
form in the capstone under to much pressure and cause the house to crumble. 

In that age any thought of the gods was mirrored in creation. Trees were Sucellus’s 
green musing on the golden pillars of heaven, butterflies the scattered whims of gentle Am- 
athaon. But these gods knew fear as well, and even their fear became manifest. I am their fear 
of war, of the battles, rage and pain that even they are victim to. 

Bound and hidden, as is their fear, I am still a part of creation. And if unbound I will 
act out their fears upon the land, and Erebus will crumble under my sword. 
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Rage 

“The Confessor looked over at me condescendingly—I mean, kindly He was always kind to 
me... and controlling. Him and the commander. Domineering holier-than-thou taskmaster, 
I’d like to... Why am I having these thoughts? Why do I long to thrust my blade between 
their shoulders? All of them... so much... hate...” 

—Last entry in the journal of the third missing recruit from the 105th recon unit. 

Yersinia 

Father abandoned child, wife husband, one brother another; for this illness seemed to strike 
through the breath and sight. And so they died. And none could be found to bury the dead 



for money or friendship. Members of a household brought their dead to a ditch as best they 
could, without priest, without divine offices... great pits were dug and piled deep with the 
multitude of dead. And they died by the hundreds both day and night... And as soon as 
those ditches were filled more were dug... And I, Agnolo di Tura, called the Fat, buried my 
five children with my own hands. And there were also those who were so sparsely covered 
with earth that the dogs dragged them forth and devoured many bodies throughout the city. 
There was no one who wept for any death, for all awaited death. And so many died that all 
believed it was the end of the world. 


Ars Moriendi 

Parih stood unmoving, surrounded by the chaos of the battlefield. The screams and clash of 
weapons were only distant echoes to him. Soldiers fought and died for the ground he stood 
on, but he did not budge. They pushed through him, and he could not feel it. 

His broken body lay before him, covered with blood and indistinguishable from the 
corpses of enemies that lay around him. The Hippus had appeared so different to him, like 
another breed of men, before now. A lifetime of stories meant to turn hearts against them, 
extolling the differences in their culture and history. But now they looked the same, battered 
and bloody. 

The world faded around him, it would be as if Parih s vision grew worse except he felt 
so real and the world seemed to be nothing but a dream. The sounds of battle were replaced 
by the whispered prayers of the soldiers. A few requesting protection, most asking for the 
death of their enemies, all scared. 

“Are you prepared for death?” 
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The words reached into Parih, seeking the answer, touching every dark thought he 
maintained. A man on a pale horse rode toward him and though Parih felt evil from the man 
he was unable to lie. 

“I’m scared.” 

“Do not be afraid of death, you have been dead before. Do you believe that time began 
when you were born? Do you believe your soul to be immortal?” 

Parih was unable to answer. The demon smirked. 

“You are not the catalyst of creation, flesh is an unfit and temporary vessel for a soul. 

If you know that your soul exists after your life ends, shouldn’t you believe that it existed be¬ 
fore your birth? And if your soul existed in a place before your birth, why would it not return 
there after your death?” 



The demon paused, reading Parih’s thoughts, making sure this was the correct moment. 
“Take my hand, mortal, and I will lead you to the afterlife.” 

Parih reached out and took Ars’s skeletal hand. In that instant the memories of his life 
were lost and he was reborn as one of the mindless mane legions of hell. 

“That soul was not yours to claim demon!” 

Ars turned to see a valkyrie with her weapon drawn. She paled when she recognized 
him, instinctively stepping back even though he hadn’t made any move towards her. 

“I am unbound, and claim any I choose.” 

He rode forward and the valkyrie moved out of his way. 




